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FROMM OUR BOX TO YOURS 


‘No hanky-panky for city bigwigs,’ Says a 
headline.in the Weekly World News. It re- 
fers to a city councilman in Nashville who 
wants to ban sex in municipal buildings 
after women complained they weren't be- 
ing promoted because they didn't put out. 

Sex on the job has long been taboo. It 
disrupts work and invites the wrong kind 
of increased production. Nevertheless, 
the temptation to mix business with plea- 
sure is ever present. The problem is how 
to do “‘it’’ without getting caught. Solu- 
tion: A cleverly crafted, erotic interoffice 
memo. Penthouse Letters’ resident sati- 
rist, Conrad Linquist, has made a thor- 
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SALUTATIONS 


ough study of this literary form, which he 
presents here, straight from Fortune-500 
wastebaskets to you. 


Conventional wisdom says that the one 
thing you never want to do is have sex at 
the workplace or anywhere else with a fel- 
low employee. Everyone advises against 
it, often speaking from personal memories 
of near career-disasters. And yet nearly 
everyone does it (possibly to be able to 
speak from experience and thus lend fur- 
ther credibility to their warnings against 
the practice). Sex gives people power 
over you—people who otherwise have no 


The most successful interoffice memo 
writers are usually cunning linguists. 


business having power over you. 
However, if you insist on sticking your 
dick or your tits (as the case may be) into 
company business and thereby screwing 
things up at the office, | have a few more 
words of advice: Enjoy it, but learn to write 
lots of memos with which you can cover 
your ass in the event someone walks in on 
you when your pants are down. (In Nash- 
ville, as we've already noted, the likeli- 
hood of this happening has increased 
since a certain city councilman has moved 
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Interoffice sex in these 


parlous times demands that hunters and 


peckers turn out huge 


quantities of interoffice memos couched 


in a cunning lingua franca 


—e— eesti 


to prohibit sex in municipal buildings.) 

If this becomes a trend, just think what 
this would mean. No more sneaking a 
piece in the supply room or under the desk 
at noon or atop the boss’s desk after 
hours. Government employees who once 
monitored corporate compliance with af- 
firmative-action requirements might then 
be turned to counting executive erections 
and to taking readings of interoffice phero- 
mone levels. 

In such a restrictive environment good 
communications skills will be more impor- 
tant than ever for maintaining good rela- 
tions with your fellow employees. If you 
want to get into the swing of things around 
the office, take a page from the boss’s 
book: Send a memo. 

The first thing any good memo writer 
wants to do is to be clear about what it is 
he or she wants. Perhaps you’re seeking 
information or clarification on a particular 
subject. You may want to know, for exam- 
ple, what’s really going on at that heated 


meeting of her thighs. Is his personal in-. 


ventory as well-stocked as it appears? 

The second thing you want is for your 
memo to be brief. Think of a memo as a 
sort of quickie proposition. Business is 
business, after all, even when it’s monkey 
business. People haven't got time for you 
to beat around the bush, so just part those 
lips and plunge right into it, so to speak. 
General McAuliffe’s written response 
when asked to surrender at Bastogne was 
simply ‘‘Nuts!’’ If that’s what you want, 
then perhaps that’s all you need to say— 
‘‘Nuts!’’ Send him a memo. Of course, you 
can't just send someone a memo through 
the interoffice mail that says, “‘The crack 
of your ass is really sexy. May | eat your 
pussy?” That could get you fired, possibly 
even brought up on charges of sexual ha- 
rassment. Much better to say, ‘“‘Congratu- 
lations on the bottom line. I'd love to dine 
at the Y tonight. Your treat.’’ 

The following is exemplary. It is a memo 
of which | received a copy at a former 
place of employment, Condomnaste Pub- 
lishing Co. 


cern. Said stuff was in the buff and 
Stiff and, as if that weren’t enough, 
they say the stiff stuff was stuffed 
with huffs and puffs in a hungry 
muff. They told me it was good and, 
should | choose to use it, you would 
forgo the fee that he mentioned as 
the going price for intervention of a 
huffing, puffing, muff-stuffing good 
time. Frankly, that was fine by me. 
But then everybody wanted in. If any 
of the others get involved in this af- 
fair, | trust that you will set them 
Straight because, damn it, fair is fair. 
My notion was that you had been 
(before she had this fit) an obstacle 
that came between him, ourselves 
and “it.” Don’t let them know | told 
you this, because it’s got to be a se- 
cret, see, or the whole damn thing 
will go amiss. So keep it on the QT. 
cc: C. Linquist 


Why | got a copy of this memo, | probably 
will never know. After all, | was only the 
janitor who emptied the office trash each 
night. And to this day | haven’t a clue as to 
what on earth Mr. Lear was talking about. 
But that’s what makes this memo great. 


‘Whatever he and ‘Mrs. Goose were up to, 


only they and the other parties involved 
knew. 

The only other thing you need to know is 
that all memoranda bureaucratese trans- 
lates into English as either ‘‘Screw you!”’ 
or “Screw you?” Since sex, rather than 
throat-cutting and back-stabbing, is the 


primary motivation for the mischievous 


missives that PL readers write, we can de- 
lete discussion of the expletive statement 
and deal with the inquiring one, the propo- 
sition. During my tenure at Condomnaste | 
collected what amounts to a six-volume 
set of erotic interoffice memoranda, soon 
too be published as ‘‘The Linquist Guide 
to Inter-Orifice Communications.’’ Here is 
a sample of the kind of business that was 
sometimes conducted via memos. 


Interoffice Memo 


Sive to company needs and so far 
you've made all the right moves. | 
think your assets are outstanding, 
but you do have a deficit in one 
small area that | think | can help you 
with. It would certainly balance out 
our sheets. Please advise if | can be 
of service to you. 


Interoffice Memo 

From: Ginger Ley 

To: Ham Pounder 

Date: 4/2/85 

Re: Advertising 

I'd like to commend you on the way 
in which you package your Dropos- 
als. Of all the young managers here, 
you seem to make the biggest im- 
Pression up front where it counts. 
One component of your program in 
particular has aroused my interest. | 
can suggest two channels you 
might explore for further intensive 
research, if you’re interested. With 
what we have between us, we may 
be able to come up with a plan for 
horizontally integrated, synchro- 
nous mobility. : 


Interoffice Memo 

From: Ham Pounder 

To: G. Ley 

Date: 4/3/85 

Re: Impending Merger 

Your suggestion that | probe the in- 
frastructure was right on the button. 
My committee member is ready to 
Stand up for the idea and can't wait 
to shoot off at the mouth about it! 


Interoffice Memo 

From: G. Ley 

To: Ham 

Date: 4/4/85 

Re: Scheduling 

Let’s get to the meat of it. Perhaps 
we can make some headway. 
Please note coordinates below. Ini- 
tial and leave in my in/out box. 


MEMO (RANDOM) 

From: Edward Lear 

To: M. Goose 

Date: 5/7/85 

Re: ‘‘It’’ 

There’s a rumor circulating, so |’ve 
come to learn, about some he-said- 
she-said stuff and whom it may con- 
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From: Hamilton Pounder 

To: Ginger Ley 

Date: 4/1/85 

Re: Performance 

Months of close observation of your 
“background,” Ms. Ley, has con- 
vinced me of your ability (though as 
yet untested) to perform under pres- 
Sure. YOU appear to be very respon- 


This working relationship went on until a 
third party—a woman in accounting—suf- 
fered a period of inflation owing to invest- 
ments Mr. Pounder was also making in her 
business. Ms. Ley saw this as a conflict of 
interest and soon the triangle developed 
into a wreck-tangle. Her last memo, loose- 
ly translated, said, ‘‘Screw You!’’—Con- 
rad Linquist 
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ONE TO REMEMBER 


He Dribbies His Balls 
and Siam-Dunks Hot 
Honey’s Love-Basket 

I’m a twenty-year-old at a 
large college in south Flori- 
da and I'd like to relate a 
great sexual experience | 
just had. My pussy ts still 
soaking wet as | write this 
letter and | can feel my lov- 
er’Ss warm come starting to 
drip down my thigh. First I'd 
like to describe myself. I’m 
of Latin origin and really 
hot-blooded—| love sex. 
That’s why | keep my body 
in excellent shape with 
weight lifting, running and, 
of course, sex, and | really 
enjoy showing off the re- 
sults of my workouts. | love 
nothing more than a nice 
hot tongue on my pussy or 
a long, hard cock inside 
me. 

Usually my boyfriend 
keeps me satisfied, but this 
Christmas he left the state to 
visit his parents, leaving me 
alone with nothing to satisfy 
myself except my own fin- 
ger. It wasn’t long after he 
had. gone that | started to’ 
get really horny. 

| live in a large apartment 
complex near the school. 
Today | was particularly 
horny and wished there 
were someone to satisfy my 


These letters are as written by our 
readers, except that they have 


been edited to enhance their 
readability, and names have been 
changed to ensure privacy. 
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lusty needs. As | sat on my 
balcony, | noticed five guys 
playing basketball on a 
nearby court. | was delight- 
ed to watch their expertise 
at putting the ball in the bas- 
ket. Their bodies looked 
good as the sweat ran down 
their bare chests. | fanta- 
sized about their sweat drip- 
ping onto my own naked 
body as they touched and 
explored every crevice, 
kissing, fingering, Caressing, 
licking, tasting and loving 
me in every way possible. 
How great that would be! | 
was drifting into my fantasy 
when | noticed two of the 
guys leaving the court. Be- 
fore they could all get away, 
| put on some tennis shoes 
and went to the court to 
keep a better watch on the 
three very hot remaining 
prospects. 

When | got closer, | no- 
ticed that sweat was starting 
to wet the crotches of their 
pants, exactly what | wanted 
to do with my tongue. | 
thought about licking their — 
balls and gliding their dicks 
into my wet, aching cunt. | 
wasn’t wearing any under- 
wear and my pussy and 
body were definitely ready 
for action. My wetness was 
getting intense and my clit 
was hard and tender. | fan- 
tasized about being filled 
with one’s cock while anoth- 
er guy licked my pussy and 
clit, while still another kissed 
me passionately. | felt hot 


vibrations race through my 
body. When | looked up, 
however, two more guys 
were leaving the court, with 
only the fifth staying to prac- 
tice more. 

He was young, probably 
just a freshman. Tall, with a 
nice muscular yet lean 
body. This boy was what | 
had been waiting for. My 
nipples got hard and | 
couldn't help but stare at 
the bulge in his sweats. | 
asked if | could play basket- 


ball with him and he agreed, 


not knowing that it was his 
balls that | really wanted to 
play with. After a few bas- 
kets | couldn't wait any 
longer and began to take 
the initiative. | tried to take 
the ball from him, making 
Sure to brush against his 
cock in an “‘innocent”’ way. 
It sprang instantly to life, 
making an even larger 
bulge in his pants. | pulled 
him close, kissing him sen- 
suously as our crotches 
rubbed one another, making 
my clit even hotter. | whis- 
pered in his ear that there 
were refreshments in my 
apartment and that he 
should come up. 

When we got there, he 
asked for some water, 
which | gladly fetched, re- 
turning naked. | had him sit 
on the couch and remove 
his shoes and socks. | kept 
my eyes glued to his. This 
seemed to excite him and 
his cock pushed his sweats 


Journey down 


ecstasy lane, where | 


these hot 
memories will ignite 
your sexual flames 


| 
| 
| 


READING AROUND 


Dynastic Panties 
According to Gentle- 
man’s Quarterly, Joan 
Collins may have gotten 
too big for her britches, 
or at least for the panties 
‘“Dynasty’’ supplied to 
her. Objecting to their 
tight fit during the recent 
taping of a steamy 
scene, she insisted on 
replacing them with a 
more comfortable pair 
from her own signature 
line of lingerie. 

GQ reports that, in or- 
der to test the theory that 
Collins’ drawers might 
actually be a bit bigger, a 
“representative pair of 
Joan’s used-car-lot-me- 
tallic-garland-look ‘high- 
risers’ was chosen... 


and pitted against a pair 
of Jockey for Her in the 
same size.’ The legs of 
both pairs were then 
closed with staples and 
the undies filled with 
Ping-Pong and golf balls. 
The Jockeys accomodat- 
ed sixty Ping-Pong balls 
and sixteen golf balls. 
But Joan’s own brand of 
undies held sixty Ping- 
Pong and twenty-six golf 
balls. 

For everyone who has 
ever dreamed of getting 
into Joan's pants, this is 
good news—there’s cer- 
tainly plenty of room for 
all of us. be 
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way out. | was having great 


fun as | pulled down his 
sweats and let his cock 
loose. It was beautiful, long 
and thick, with a deep pur- 
ple head, just aching to be 
relieved. | touched his erec- 
tion lightly, feeling the soft 
tip and hard shaft. | ca- 
ressed his hairy balls and 
parted his legs. | began lick- 
ing his balls, putting both of 
them in my mouth. My 
mouth went up his shaft and 
| wet it with my tongue. | 
moved slowly, teasing him. 
When | placed my mouth 
over the head, his hips be- 
gan to move, pushing his 
dick deeper into my throat. 
He started to moan and 
could not control himself 
any longer, caming with 
great force! It seemed like 
eighteen or so years’ worth 
of stored-up come had been 
released into my throat— 
and | loved sucking out ev- 
ery drop. 

My pussy was now ach- 
ing for his cock. | kissed 
him hard, driving my tongue 
deep inside his mouth, like 
he had done to me with his 
dick. He touched my body 
and cupped and kissed my 
breasts. His hand found its 
way down to my wet cunt 
lips and he slipped a finger 
inside me. | wanted more, 
so he put another finger in- 
side me, which made sweet 
sucking sounds as they 
moved in and out of my 
hole. 

When his dick became 
hard again, | put him on top 
of me and spread my legs 
wide. The anticipation was 
wonderful as | glided his 
rock-hard cock toward my . 
waiting pussy. Once he was 
inside, | wanted it harder 
and he obliged, pushing in 
and out of my now soaked 
cunt. Our moans filled the 
apartment. We came togeth- 
er and collapsed, our 
sweaty, naked bodies 
pressed together. 


ONE TO REMEMBER 


When we let go of each 
other, | told him that a man 
hasn't completely satisfied a 
woman unti! he has eaten 
her out. He went down on 
me, leaving.a trail of kisses 
from my mouth down to my 
thick pubic hairs. | parted 
my legs to give him a clear 
view of lips that were pink, 
wet and swollen. My clit 
was hard and my hole was 
dripping come. He seemed 
to love the sight of it and 
soon started to eat me ea- 
gerly. He tongued my pussy 
completely, stopping at my 
clit now and then to tease it. 
| loved every second and 
pinched my tits as he 
lapped away at my honey- 
pot. | soon began to lose 
control again and, with a 
loud scream, | came all over 
his face. Then he came up 
and kissed me, letting me 
taste and smell my pussy 
juices on his face. | certainly 
had made the right choice 
in him. 

My boyfriend returns next 
week. | hope | can wait that 
long. If not, basketball will 
become my favorite sport.— 
M.G., Tampa, Fla. 


It’s Better to Bang 

by the Pooi, 

Than to Hang and Drool 
| enjoy reading Penthouse 
Letters each month but, be- 
ing a happily married twen- 
ty-eight-year-old, | thought | 
would never again have an 
experience worth writing 
about. That changed 
recently. 

My wife's best friend Ka- 
ren iS Our age and we have 
all been good friends since 
our college days. Karen has 
kept her five-feet-two-inch, — 
one-hundred-ten-pound 
body in excellent shape. 


| She is adequately endowed 


on top but, in my opinion, 
her best feature is her tight, 
round ass. She’s been mar- 
ried two years now to a 
gentleman several years our 


senior. Needless to say, 
therefore, after fantasizing 
about her many times, | 
never attempted anything. 

One weekend not long 
ago, however, my wife went 
away with her mom. | 
planned a leisurely Saturday 
at home and began the day 
with a workout. The doorbell 
rang and | answered it 
wearing nothing but cut-off 
sweats, expecting it to be a 
male friend who sometimes 
works out with me. To my 
Surprise, it was Karen, 
wearing only a T-shirt over a 
bikini. It seemed that the 
previous week my wife had 
invited her over to swim and 
had then forgotten to cancel 
after her plans were 
changed. 

Karen seemed slightly ill 
at ease over the circum- 
stances, so | told her to 
come in and call her hus- 
band to invite him over for a 
day by the pool. She called, 
only to be reminded that her 
husband had gone boating 
for the day. | suggested that 
| finish my workout while we 
chatted and decided what 
she wanted to do. She 
joined me in a few exer- 
cises and, | must admit, 
there was lust in my heart 
as | watched her working 
out her taut body on my 
weight machine. But, out of 
respect for my wife, | was 
determined not to make a 
move on her. 

We went into the kitchen 
and | fixed each of us a 
screwdriver. Then we 
walked out to the pool and 
Karen asked if she could 
stay and sun with me for a 
few hours. Not having any 
real plans, | told her it was 
fine with me. We talked, 
mostly about our spouses, 
and had a few more drinks. 

Karen is not a big drinker 
and soon was slightly tipsy. 


She had me rub some sun- 


tan lotion on her back. | was 
careful to act very clinical 
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and to avoid any moves that 
might be construed as sexu- 
al, which was very difficult 
for me. Her body felt won- 
derful. As | rubbed her left 
thigh, she moaned and said 
it was sore from waterski- 
ing. | massaged it for a few 
minutes and noticed that the 
crotch of her bikini was be- 
coming wet. It was a fantasy 
coming true—but, exerting 
all my willpower, | still did 
not push myself on her. 

| have always been at- 
tracted to her lovely feet 
and took the opportunity to 
massage them, first the left 
one and then the right. She 
moaned softly and told me 
how great it felt. Her crotch 
was getting wetter and wet- 
ter. | began to lick her toes 
and then started sucking 
them as | like my penis 
sucked. Though she muffled 
her moans with a towel, it 
was obvious from her move- 
ments that she was having 
an orgasm. 

Having done nothing yet 
that | felt guilty about, | lay 
down and asked if she 
would put some lotion on 
my back. Karen began at 
my shoulders and it felt 
great. Her hand even 
slipped under the waistband 
of my shorts a couple of 
times. It might have been 
just accidéntal, but | still got 
a raging hard-on. 

What came next was defi- 
nitely no accident! Karen 
stood up and took off her 
bikini top and bottom. Lying 
on my.stomach, | couldn't 
see her. But | knew what 
she had done when she 
straddled my right leg and 
rubbed her bare cunt on my 
calf! She said she had al- 
ways wanted to screw me 
and wasn’t going to let this 
chance go by. | rolled over: 
and she gasped when she 
saw my rock-hard tool. Pull- 
ing off my shorts, she said 
my cock was much larger 
than her husband’s. (Mine is 
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almost eight inches long | 
and pretty thick.) She start- 
ed licking my cock and 
balls. Although unable to get 
the entire length of my shaft 
in her mouth, she was giv- 
ing me some of the best 
head | had ever received. 
Soon | was nearing the 
point of ejaculation, so | 
moved away and pushed 
her onto her back to eat her 
pussy. Coming all over my 
face on about the third pass 
of my tongue, Karen ground 
her tan body against me 
wildly, her orgasm lasting 
several minutes. | could not 
believe how soaking wet 
she was. | alternately 
pushed my tongue deeply 
into her and then quickly 
licked her.clit about ten 
times. After a couple of min- 
utes of this, she came even 
harder than before and 
screamed aloud with 
pleasure. 

Karen then grabbed my 
dick—which was so hard it 
was aching—and pulled-me 
toward her. Her twat was 
wet but she was tight and 
we had to work at getting 
my entire rod in. AS soon as 
we did, she began having 
another orgasm. | was so 
excited that | was pumping 
wildly into her. She could do 
nothing but moan, “Ooh... 
ooh... ooh.’’ | realized she 
was having one continuous 
orgasm. When | could not 
hold back any longer, my 
own orgasm came in 
waves. | squirted so much 
come inside her that it 
oozed out from around my 
cock and pooled up be- 
neath her sweet ass. It was 
my best orgasm ever. | 

For several minutes after- 
ward, we were too exhaust- 
ed to move. When | finally 
did roll off her, Karen began 
to cry softly. | asked if she 
was sorry for what we had 
done. She said no, that she 
was crying because she 
thought sex with anyone 


else could not possibly be 
as good. 

Although we both love our 
spouses, we are So well- 
suited sexually that we have 
continued our affair in order 


to fulfill each other’s desires 


that are not taken care of at 
home. | hope she reads 
this.—R.M., Huntley, Ala. 


Ex-Lovers Give 

Each Other a Biast 

from the Past 

My most memorable sexual 
experience happened just 
recently and | know I'll nev- 
er forget it. It involved the 
seduction of a lover from 
out of my past. 

Dean was a tender eigh- 
teen and | was twenty-three 
when we met. He was my 
sweet young thing, innocent 
and eager to experience ev- 
ery possible carnal plea- 
sure, and | was just as 
eager to share these plea- 
sures with him. We spent a 
year or so romping through 
each other’s fantasies and, 
even after going our sepa- 
rate ways, we kept in pretty 
close touch. 

Then he moved out of 
state and | married and di- 
vorced. Over ten years had 
passed when | picked up 
the phone one day and 
heard his voice. He'd 
bought and was fixing up a 
country house just north of 
where | was living and he 
suggested | drive up for the 
day. It was one of those 
golden afternoons in Sep- 
tember when the sun is 
warm and the sky clear—a 
perfect day for a drive in the 
country. 

| dashed around the 
house getting ready. Didn’t | 
have a bottle of white wine 
someplace? Where were 
those condoms? Were my 
favorite jeans clean? | 
grabbed a contraceptive 


sponge and jumped into the 


shower. Between the rub- 
bers and the sponge, | felt 


When we 

let go of each 
other, | 

told him that a 
man has 

not completely 
satisfied 

a woman until he 
has also 

eaten her out 
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After Her Fashion 
Clothes may not make 
the man, but at one pop- 
ular men’s club in Tokyo 
they do make the men 
look like women. After a 
hard day at the office, 
Tokyo’s high-powered 
executives head for the 
Elizabeth Club, where 
they dress to unstress— 


in dresses, miniskirts, 
wigs and makeup, high 
heels and sheer nylon 
panty hose. These honor- 
able crossdressers and 
after-hours mamasans 
make up the club's six 
thousand members. The 
National Enquirer quoted 
a club regular who says 
the members are 
straight. They crowd into 
the club to slip into 
something comfortable, 
to have their nails and 
makeup done, to dance 
and to take part in ‘“‘best- 
dressed’ contests. 

Typically, wives are not 
amused if they learn of 
hubby's secret passion. 
One policeman was di- 
vorced after his wife 
found out that he'd been 
hanging around the club 
as a policewoman. But 
when they met again af- 
ter having lived apart, 
she gave him a dress as 
a conciliation gift, saying, 
‘| thought this might fit 
you.”’ Be 
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that we could have safe 

sex. | only hoped we’d get 
the opportunity! | dabbed 
my wrists and throat with 
perfume and slipped into my 
jeans. A silky little top and a 
pair of high-heeled mules 
added some spice—and | 
was on my way. 

It turned out to be a fairly 
short drive. | easily found 
the place and walked up to 
the door with great anticipa- 
tion. When Dean answered 
my Knock, | understood all 
over again why | had found 
him so appealing all those 
years ago. He was still the 
same old Dean, tall and 
lean, with an engaging smile 
and a thick mane of gor- 
geous hair. He welcomed 
me with a little hug and, af- 
ter some small talk, poured 
us each a glass of wine. 
Then we took a leisurely 
tour of his homestead, of 
which he had every reason 
to be proud. He told me 
how much he enjoyed work- 
ing on It. We sipped our 
wine, chatted and watched 
his animals—he had quite a 
variety, including peacocks 
and llamas—and, as the 
sun went down, we wan- 
dered back toward the 
house with his arm over my 
shoulders. 


For the first time since my | 


arrival he seemed a little 
self-conscious. He sat down 
at the far end of the couch 
and watched me approach 
him. | was acutely aware of 
my breasts swaying gently 
against the cool silk of my 
blouse. | sat down next to 
him and turned so the tip of 
one breast just barely 
pressed against his arm. 
When he reached for his 
wineglass, his arm brushed 
lightly across my nipple and 
back. It set off a current that 
shot right down to my cunt, 
which had been heating up 
ever since | had heard his 
voice earlier that day on the 
phone. 
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| ran my index finger from 
behind his ear slowly down 
his neck. Dean looked at 
me intently and started to 
speak, but | put two finger- 
tips over his lips and said 
“Shhh ....' | leaned clos- 
er, feeling his heat, and | 
was intoxicated by the scent 
of him. The warmth of his 
breath on my wrist made 
me feel weak. My hand 
dropped to his half-open 
work shirt. The worn cotton 
felt soft and cool. His skin, 
as | slid my hand inside the 
shirt, was warm and 
smooth. | felt the soft hair 
on his chest, the rigid nip- 
ples. | pulled back a bit so 
that no part of my body was 
touching his, except for one 
fingertip moving almost im- 
perceptibly over a rock-hard 
nipple. His breathing be- 
came more labored, as did 
mine. | began to kiss and 
nip his neck and run my 
tongue gently round the in- 
side of his ear. 

Watching him through 
half-closed eyelids, | 
opened his shirt all the way 
and pulled it off one shoul- 
der, which | gently bit and 
tasted. Then, suddenly, we 
were kissing and he was 
crushing my tits to his chest. 
He roved over every inch.of 
my silky blouse. For a mo- 
ment | pressed my throb- 
bing pussy against his 
twitching bulge, then | 
reached for my wineglass 
and found it empty. 

| watched as he got up to 
replenish our wine, which 
was giving us both a little 
glow. When he finished 
pouring, he handed me my 
glass. Without a word | 
leaned forward, glass in 
hand, and put my mouth 
over the bulge in his jeans 
so he could feel my warm 
breath. Then, holding the 
bulk of his swollen cock be- 
tween my teeth, | gently 
shook my head back and 
forth, scraping my teeth 


along the fabric. When | 
looked up, he was watching 
me and his legs were shak- 
ing just the tiniest bit. 

We both took off our 
jeans. He had a raging 
hard-on, which | took ador- 
ingly in my hands and 
rubbed lightly all over my 
face, savoring the hot, vel- 
vety skin. | licked his balls 
and ran my wet tongue deli- 
cately up and down the 
length of his engorged dick. 
A sparkling drop of pre- 
come formed on the head 
and dripped down to my 
waiting tongue, forming a 
fine thread that | swirled 
around his glans. Poised 
before him, my mouth open 
wide, | guided his cock 
deep into my throat and 
heard him catch his breath 
as | took in the last tasty 
inch. | rocked back and 
forth so he could enjoy 
each and every stroke. 
Each time he pulled part of 
the way out, I'd take a 
breath and press forward 
again. We had a nice 
rhythm going when he be- 
gan to arch forward with 
each thrust. | could feel his 
cock quivering against my 
tongue. He gasped as | 
lightly caressed his balls 
with my fingers. It was obvi- 
ous he was almost ready to 
come. . 
| lifted my blouse as he 
continued sliding his cock in 
and out of my mouth. As | 
began to play with my nip- 
ples, he suddenly pulled out 
and aimed his hot, pulsing 
dick at my titties, working it 
with his fist while it shot 
thick gobs of semen all over 
my breasts. After he fin- 
ished spurting, he remained 
frozen in position for a time 
before falling back upon the 
couch. 

| was more passionate 
than ever. My cunt was sop- 
ping wet and aching for at- 
tention. | asked Dean to 
help me massage his se- 
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men into my breasts. Before 
long, his penis was getting 
hard again. He had me 
kneel on the floor and dan- 
gle my boobies over him. 
Then he began to tap them 
with his cock, gently at first 
and then more firmly, so 
that he was twiddling my 
breasts with his erection. It 
turned us both on immense- 
ly. He put on a rubber, bent 
me over the arm of the 
couch and rested his hot 
prick upon my pussy lips. 
He put it in me ever so 
slowly, just a couple of inch- 
es, then pausing, then a lit- 
tle more—and then, 
teasingly, out again before 
sliding it all the way back in. 
It felt heavenly! 

Pretty soon he was work- 
ing his throbbing prick at full 
speed in and out of my 
tight, slippery box. Every 
time he slid it in, he would 
bump my clit against the 
soft upholstery of the couch. 
He was squeezing one of 
my titties and | was totally 
turned-on, pinned against 
the arm of the couch, as he 
fucked me with rhythmic, in- 
sistent strokes. | squirmed 
around under him in my 
heat, grabbing fistfuls of the 
couch cushions, but he held 
me tightly in both arms, 
gently biting and sucking on 
my back, neck and shoul- 
ders while he continued 
plunging his meat into me. 

When | was so hot that | 
couldn't stand it, he pulled 
out and lay back. | impaled 
myself on his standing cock. 
When it was entirely buried 
in my muff, | began riding it 
with total abandon. All the 
while he was playing with 
my boobs, pinching the nip- 
ples, slapping them gently 
and then nursing at one like 
a baby. After only another 
minute or two | started com- 
ing hard, convulsing with 
pleasure as whiplike sensa- 
tions snapped through my 
body again and again. 
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I've had some good sex 
in my life but never another 
orgasm to equal that one. 
Dean tells me that | col- 
lapsed on his chest, which | 
don't remember doing, and 
that, with just a few more 
Strokes, he came again, too, 
which | also don’t remem- 
ber. | do recall drifting in a 
golden, semiconscious haze 
for some time before curling 
up with him for a few hours 
of sleep. It was an evening 
I'll definitely remember for a 


long time to come.—u.M.|, 


St. Paul, Minn. 


Curvaceous Colleague 
Gets the Job Done 

by Filing in His Drawers 
Kay and | work for a large 
computer firm in the North- 
east. One evening after 
work we had just finished a 
nice Italian dinner and re- 
turned to my car. As | held 
the door open for her and 
she was getting in, her skirt 
hiked up her thigh. She 
swung her long, tan legs’ 
into the car and my mind 
began to race. And those 
gorgeous legs put more 
than my mind in motion. As 
| walked around the car, an 
exciting thought struck me. 
Our office was nearby, so | 
Started heading in that di- 
rection. Caressing the sexy, 


nylon-covered thigh nearest | 


me, | asked Kay to remove 
her panty hose and panties. 
| hadn't told her of my 
planned destination but she 
couldn't have had any doubt 
about what | was after—and 
she wasted no time in com- 
plying with my request. Just 
to ensure my full attention, 
in fact, she went a step fur- 
ther, gracefully leaning back 
against her door, putting 
one leg by my hip and prop- 
ping the other up on the 
dash. Seeing the smile on 
her face as her fingers start- 
ed toying with her treasure- 
box soon had me hard as a 
rock. | slipped a finger into 


her slick hole but she pulled 
my hand away. Before | had 
a chance to object, she put 
my pussy-juice-covered fin- 
ger in her mouth, licking it 
clean and giving it a little 
mouth fuck. | was ready to 
come on the spot. She then 
let me put my finger back to 
work and, in a short time, | 
had two fingers stretching 
her pussy while my thumb 
worked her clit. 

When we arrived at our 
destination, Kay opened her 
eyes and said, ‘‘No way!’’— 
but her smile and her eyes 
said yes! She slipped her 
feet into her high-heeled 
shoes and into the building 
we went. Only the security 
guards stood between us 
and a fantasy come true. 
We offered a lame excuse, 
signed in and headed for 
her office. We both were hot 
but we also knew that get- 
ting caught could mean los- 
ing our jobs. So, in hopes 
of creating a more secure 
environment, Kay had me 
shut the door (no lock) and 
put the computer terminal 
against it. Then our eyes 
and mouths met. 

As we kissed hungrily, | 
leaned her against the desk 
and began to kiss and gent- 
ly bite her neck and ear- 
lobes as | unbuttoned her 
blouse. When | unsnapped 
her bra to release her sexy, 
firm tits, her nipples were 
erect, begging to be 
sucked. | took one of her 
wonderful boobs in my 
mouth, causing her to moan 
with pleasure. The harder | 
sucked, the tighter she 
pulled my head into her 
chest. She undid her skirt 
and encouraged me to head 
further down. Immediately | 
dropped to my knees as 
she sat on the edge of her 
desk. | kissed her dreamy 
legs and thighs, avoiding 
her fragrant bush for the 
time being. 

Kay rolled her nipples be- 
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Holmes Probes 
Watson 
Millions of Sherlock 


- Holmes fans are out- 


raged by a scandalous 
new book that portrays 
the indomitable detective 
as more than merely a 
confirmed bachlor—he 
is, as Weekly World 
News puts it, ‘‘a flaming 
Sherlock homo ... a Sis- 
sy sleuth who can barely 
keep his hands off his 
agreeable assistant, Dr. 
Watson.’ 

The National Examiner, 
which also picked up the 
story, notes that Holmes 
expresses admiration for 
a woman only once in all 
of Sir Arthur Conan 
Doyle’s one hundred and 
five stories. As might be 
expected, this fact has 
Caused much gossip and 
speculation over the 
years as to the limpness 
of Holmes’ wrist, the ob- 
jects of his ‘“‘probes,”’ 
and the implied invitation 
of pursed lips that 
seemed always to be 
Sucking a pipe. 

Holmes lays specula- 


tion to rest when, in the 
first story in the new 
book, he confesses his 
homosexual feelings - 
about Watson to a wom- 
an. ‘Of his basic prefer- 


_ ence for his own sex, 
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and his indifference to 
mine, | have no doubt 
whatsoever,’ she says. 

But it is in the second 
story that a swishy, rath- 
er than swaggering, 
Sherlock lays more than 
just rumors to rest. He 
“actually smooches and 
spends the night with his 
starry-eyed sidekick,’’ 
screams the Weekly 
World News. In a telling 
few lines in the book, Dr. 
Watson says, ‘‘l put my 
arms around him, | mea- 
sured my breathing to 
his, and lay quietly, 
stroking the dark head 
on my shoulder.” 

With Holmes’ head 
resting on Watson’s 
shoulder, we can only 
assume he is telling us 
what happened after the 
act. After all, we can't 
very well expect him to 
talk with his mouth full, or 
to interrupt their groping 
investigation of one an- 
other while yet in hot 
pursuit. 

As author Rohase 
Piercy says, ‘The whole 
matter is treated with 
great sensitivity.’’ Weekly 
World News reports that 
Piercy ‘insists her por- 
trayal of Holmes’ love for 
his fellow man is based 
on clues provided by the 
fictional dick’s creator 
... But Captain Bill 
Mitchell, secretary of 
London's Sherlock 
Holmes Society, says 
that’s all a bunch of 
“homo hogwash.’ In the 
Examiner he complains, 
‘Just because two chaps 
share the same digs, 
[that] doesn’t mean 
they're queer.” 

Does it? Bed 


tween her fingers and her 
hips began to squirm. Using 
my fingers to gently open 
her swollen cunt lips, | could 
see right into her sopping 
gash. | gently licked her clit. 
A shiver shot through her 
body. | buried my face in 
her honey-pot. Flicking my 
tongue in and out of her 
tasty hole, | simultaneously 
shook my head, rubbing her 
magic button with my nose. 
What a dessert! 

After making me stop just 
long enough to get un- 
dressed, Kay leaned back 
and rubbed the tip of my 
cock against her clit. Then, 
all at once, she placed the 
head at the opening of her 
tunnel. One deep thrust and 
| was buried to the hilt. | 
rammed my cock in and out 
as Kay matched my strokes, 
getting me as deep into her 
as possible. | had to with- 
draw when, after a while 
she rolled over and leaned 
across an adjoining table on 
her trim belly. This allowed 
me to reenter her slick slot, 
this time from behind while 
hugging her beautiful ass 
for leverage. Her moans of 
pleasure were louder than 
the rattling cabinets. Mine 
were louder still. 

| felt a burning sensation 
that marked the beginning 
of my climax. | began to 
moan, ‘‘l’m coming!’’ She 
suddenly stood up, turned 
around and dropped to her 
knees. Just as her mouth 
engulfed my cock again, | 
felt that familiar explosion. 
My knees buckled and | fell 
into her desk chair. My cock 
was all the way to its base 
in her mouth. | could feel 
the back of her throat as | 
shot load after load into 
Kay's luscious mouth. I'd 
never experienced any sen- 
sation like it in my life! 

Kay then lovingly licked 
my cock clean. To my sur- 
prise and her delight, | was 
still hard. Seeing this, she 
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mounted me, sitting on my 
lap. We rocked each other 
back and forth until finally 
we climaxed again. Satisfied 
and exhausted, we dressed 
each other. Making our exit, 
we just smiled and walked 
past the guards.—Name 
and address withheld ~ 


Little Red Riding 
Manhood Brings 
Goodies to Hungry Wolf 
My story begins with my 
feeling very lonely after a 
breakup with a woman I'd 
been seeing for quite some 
time. She’s married and had 
decided to go back to her 
husband. She left me feel- 
ing quite empty, so | called 
a good friend in another 
city, told him that | just had 
to get away and asked if | 
could visit him. When | got 
there after a two-hour trip, 
he served a dinner of fine 
wine, steak and lobster, and 
we feasted together, toast- 
ing ourselves. | started to 
lose my sense of insecurity 
and to really feel good 
about myself again. 

We lost track of time and 
| felt that this friendship had 
rescued me once again. He 
told me about a woman he 
was seeing. She was older, 
in her mid-thirties, and she 
had swum a mile every day 
for years to stay in shape. 
She was a pure love, he 
said, adding that he'd like 
me to meet her. He tele- 
phoned her and, fifteen min- 
utes later, in walked Laura. 
She had blazing red hair 
and a trace of laugh lines at 
the corners of her green 
eyes. She came right over 
to me and, introducing her- 
self, took my hand in hers. 
She was very gracious and 
| fell instantly in love with 
ner. 

We all three talked and 
drank wine for a long time. 
Laura was a Spirited conver- 
sationalist, very intelligent 
and thoughtful. She had suf- 


fered at times and was very 
patient and compassionate 
as a result. Her body was 
beautiful, slender and mus- 
cular, and she was extreme- 
ly gentle. Everything she did 
reflected that—the way she 
laughed, for example, or the 
way she picked up her 
wineglass. She displayed 
real, from-the-heart 
SENSUOUSNESS. 

My friend Eric noticed the 
Change in me and took Lau- 
ra off to the kitchen to talk 
with her. When they re- 
turned, Eric told me that ev- 
erything in his home was 
mine and that | should enjoy 
whatever | took a liking to. | 
knew what he meant and 
my face turned scarlet. But 
Laura didn't let me stay em- 
barrassed. She laughed 
merrily and sat down be- 
tween my legs. She looked 
up at me with a look of pure 
love and delight on her 
face. ‘‘Don’t do anything 
you don't feel right about 
doing,’ she said. She was 
beautiful and gentle. | 
touched her hair. Soft. Such 
a lovely woman. 

Laura intertwined her fin- 
gers with mine. | forgot Eric 
was there and, for a mo- 
ment, it was just Laura and 
me. She kissed my finger- 
tips and said she could 
smell the after-shave on my 
hands. She seemed totally 
immersed in pleasantness— 
and | was mesmerized. | 
closed my eyes and let her 
kiss me. | felt her playing 
with my shirt and then | felt 
her lips on my stomach. | 
felt my zipper being slowly 
lowered—and then her 
cheek pressed against my 
penis. | had the hardest 
hard-on ever. 

Laura's slow, hypnotic 
lovemaking was driving me 
Crazy. Her lips were on the 
head of my cock. | let out a 
long, heartfelt moan and 
then she moaned as if 
echoing my pleasure. Her 
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lions just rested there, soft 
and wet, but her tongue 
was moving back and forth 
and she was sucking lightly. 

The pleasure | felt was in- 
credible. | grasped her 
head, burying my fingers in 
her hair. Then | realized that 
this woman had totally bro- 
ken down all the barriers in 
me. | had completely sur- 
rendered to her. My pur-. 
pose was not to perform, 
but just to enjoy myself. | re- 
alized that was all she want- 
ed me to do. Softly her lips 
started moving up and 
down my shaft. This went 
on for a few minutes, with 
some variation, until | finally 
let go. | pulled her head 
closer to me and spurted 
deep in her throat. When it 
was over, | realized her 
mouth was still on my 
dick—and she calmly 
sucked me for a while long- 
er. Then she put my satis- 
fied penis back in my pants 
and zipped me up. 

Staying on the floor next 
to me, she tasted her wine 
again and started a friendly 
conversation, which got us 
back again to being three 
friends, drinking and con- 
versing. It sounds melodra- 
matic, but | felt ensconced 
in a state of bliss. | felt 
greatly loved and that I'd 
just had a profound spiritual 
experience. 

It was too late to drive 
back home that evening, so 
Eric invited me to sleep 
over. We all wound up ina 
big, comfortable bed with 
feather pillows and silk 
sheets. Laura slept in the 
middle and Eric and | both 
touched her now and then 
during the night. Thanks for 
letting me tell you about the 
best night of my life —Name 
and address withheld 


Naughty Nurse Soothes 
Patient’s Sweiling 
Recently, | was a patient in 
a local hospital, in which 
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Suzy, who had been a 
baby-sitter for me when | 
was younger, was a floor 
nurse. | was in a private 
room, so Suzy would come 
in to talk when things were 
not too busy. 

At first, we just talked 
about my operation and 
about things as they had 
been years ago. Then once 
she mentioned how, long af- 
ter we’d gone our separate 
ways, she’d seen me ina 
store looking at a Penthouse 
Letters magazine with a big, 
very obvious bulge in my 
pants. 

One day, Suzy came into 
my hospital room while | 
was in bed, reading the lat- 
est issue of your magazine. 
As always, she looked very 
sexy in her tight, white uni- 
form. My hard-on was not 
easy to conceal under my 
gown and | knew that she 
had seen the rise under the 
material. What happened 
next surely ranks as one of 
the best, if not the best, ex- 
perience of my life. 

She then asked if | would 
like a back rub since things 
were so quiet on the floor. 
She pulled the privacy cur- 
tain around the bed, told me 
to turn on my stomach and 
then got some oil. She put 
oil on my back and rubbed 
lower and lower until she 
got to my shorts, which she 
said should be removed so 
that they would remain dry. 
Then she moved her hands 
to massage my ass, balls 
and cock. 

Suzy told me that | should 
turn over—that my front side 
now needed attention. | will- 
ingly turned on my back 
with my prick pointed at the 
ceiling. She then took my 
cock in her hand while she 
played with my balls with 
the other hand. Inflamed by 
Suzy’s actions, my nightin- 
gale was ready—erect and 
chirping. | reached for and 
unbuttoned the top buttons 


of her uniform. Her tits were 
absolutely perfectly formed 
with lovely nipples, which 
were now erect and 
straining. 

Her mouth went to my 
cock and she started to lick 
its swollen, purple head. 
Slowly she worked her 
tongue down the length of 
my cock and then to my 
balls. She sucked gently on 
my balls while masturbating 
me. Then | had her stop for 
a minute while | jerked off 
between her lovely tits. The 
soft skin of her tits on my 
cock almost made me 
come. However, she said 
she loved the taste of 
sperm. Again she took my 
cock in her mouth, simulta- 
neously pumping it with one 
hand. Her mouth and 
tongue moved in ways | did 
not know existed! | started 
squeezing her tits, and 
again | started to feel myself 
nearing orgasm. Sensing 
my urgency, Suzy went fast- 
er and faster until | explod- 
ed and filled her mouth with 
my come. 

She kept my cock in her 
warm mouth until it started 
to soften, then said she 
would come back the next 
day for another back rub for 
me. Anyway she rubs me, 
my angel in white rubs me 
right—Name and address 
withheld 


The preceding letters are 
from people who vividly re- 
call their hottest erotic mo- 
ments, whether from the 
immediate or remote past. 
For them, the memory of 
these encounters will never 
fade—and writing to us 
about them has made the 
memory bloom again in all 
its splendor. So all may en- 
joy that truly amazing expe- 
rience of yours, share it by 
sending a letter to: Pent- 
house Letters, Dept. DM/ 
BV, 1965 Broadway, New 
York, N.Y. 10023-5965. 
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Dirty Dancing 
At last, a dance that tells 
it like it is; a dance sug- 


gestive of the ends to 


which dancing was origi- 
nally dedicated; a dance 
called Da Butt, a kind of 
public dry-hump-doggie- 
style-daisy-chain-to-the- 
beat. According to. 
Newsweek, ‘‘Da Butt is 
all da rage’ in clubs— _ 
and sometimes in the- — 
aters! During a recent 
Pittsburgh screening of 
Spike Lee’s School 
Daze, the film that gave 
Da Butt its debut, the film 
had to be stopped and © 
the houselights brought 
up. There were simply 
“too many people doing 
Da Butt in da aisles.” 

It appears that the late 
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ballet impresario George 
Balanchine was no 
stranger to Da Butt ei- 
ther. According to sever- 
al biographies reviewed 
in the New York Review 
of Books, his fantasy 
during World War || was 
to be a general of the 
Women’s Army Auxiliary 
Corps ‘‘in order to stand 
a company of them at at- 
tention, command them 
to lift their skirts and low- 
er their undergarments at 
the back, and, while in- — 
specting the ‘ranks, con- 
cupiscently [salute] 
WAACS.”’ bed 
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BOOK BONUs 


It is curious how much erotica is, or 
is in the form of, autobiography. My 
Secret Life by ‘Walter,’ Frank Har- 
ris’ My Life and Loves, Sellon’s Ups 
& Downs of Life, Fanny Hill by Cle- 
land, Lady Harper’s Queenie, 
Memoirs of Josephine Mutzen- 
bacher by Salten, Romance of Lust 
by Potter, Schroder-Devrient’s 
Memoirs of a German Opera Sing- 
er and so many more. 

Itis said that at puberty everyone 
believes they have discovered 
something no one else knows 
about—SEX! The vast library of 
erotica shows, moreover, that 
since the beginning of recorded 
history little has changed in the 
sexual realm. Perhaps technology 
has added a few new “toys” to the 
amatory arsenal, but that is all. 
Even before the breakthrough 
twentieth-century studies by Freud, 
Kinsey and Masters and Johnson, 
humankind was hardly in the dark 
about most matters sexual. Erotica 
in all its forms has always provided 
how-to information as well as a lot 
of case-study material, for erotica 
is in fact a record of the experi- 
ences, observations and fantasies 
of human sexuality. Once the fan- 
tasy and reality have been separat- 
ed, it is clear that modern case 
history simply repeats what has al- 
ready been recorded in erotic 
literature. 


Edyth’s passion was cultivated by 
that never-rusty rake Gilbert. _ 


ALTAR or VENUS © 


Today we entrust the field of sex- 
ology to medical and paramedical 
professionals—psychiatrists, psy- 
chologists, physiologists, anato- 
mists, sociologists, etc. Yet the 
pioneers of modern sexological 
dogma were (no pun intended) lay 
people. Long before the establish- 
ment of psychiatric institutes and 
university departments, people 
from all walks of life were making 
detailed and accurate observations 
about human sexuality. Some 
wrote down their findings and theo- 
ries as academic treatises or as 
“fiction,” the latter being more like- 
ly if the researcher was a nonmedi- 
cal person who wished to avoid any 
stigma that may have resulted from 
investigating matters sexual. Very 
few were brave or honest enough 
to affix their names to erotic autobi- 
ographies. This sadly led to all ero- 
tica being dismissed as fiction and 
ignored by scholars as a source of 
useful information. As a conse- 
quence, the leading sex experts of 
history became those authors who 
were most successful at getting 
their thoughts accepted by a large 
public, irrespective of the merits of 
their teachings. Their fame was in 
the end no endorsement of the ac- 
curacy of their “sexual truths,” as 
evidenced by the large number of 
them who are now discredited. 

A great failure of modern sexual 
science has been this skimping of 
erotica as primary research materi- 
al. Yale’s Professor Peter Gay’s re- 


Wherein a modest, coy mistress is pleasantly but 


inexorably coaxed by her benefactor, a lord of the realm, 


to let him feast—lickety-split—upon her box lunch 


BY ANONYMOUS 


cent study of Victorian sexuality, Education of the Senses, 
shows as false the popular myth of that society’s uninterest 
about matters sensual and amatory. Yet, although any reader of 
Victorian erotica already knows as much, it has taken the spe- 
cial talents of an academic to separate fact from fantasy, to or- 
ganize and interpret the facts so they could gain public 
awareness. 

Scientists aside, one of the most astute and clinical observers 
of turn-of-the-century sexual behavior was the anonymous au- 
thor of The Altar of Venus. (‘‘Published exclusively for members 
of the Anglo Esoterical Society, London, England, 
MCMXxXxXIV.”) Preliminary material in the first edition of the 
book states that it’s an erotic 
autobiography by a recently 
deceased member of the 
House of Lords. Though 
nothing in the book explains 
how the narrator, a man born 
into a middle-class English 
home in 1900, became a lord 
of the realm before his death 
some thirty years later, the 
accuracy of the author’s ob- 
servations and theories on 
the psychology and physiolo- 
gy of human sexuality cannot 
be dismissed. This is not just 
a skillfully conceived novel in 
the form of autobiography; 
this is a work of factual sex. 
Starting with his first erotic 
experiments, the author, who 
calls himself Gilbert in the 
text, lucidly and unblushingly 
portrays the variety of sexual 
activities in which he in- 
dulged during his lifetime, the 
social settings in which these 
occurred and the conse- 
quences of his indulgences. 

The author shows keen in- 
terest in the hows and whys 
of sex. He lived in the time of 
Freud, Havelock Ellis, Forel, 
Moll, Hirschfeld, Stekel and 
the other founders of twenti- 
eth-century psychosexual 
science, and their writings 
must have influenced his 
thoughts. Yet his style is not 
at all pedantic; rather, it is 
journalistic, as if he took an 
informal diary and turned it 
into literary prose. 

The Altar of Venus pre- 
sents a unique look into the post-Victorian sexual yeue In 
ways it is a continuation of the encyclopedic My Secret Life, 
which is now recognized by social scientists as a rich source of 
accurate information about the English libido from 1830 to 1890. 
Fortunately, unlike My Secret Life, which is matter-of-fact to the 
extreme, The Altar of Venus is as erotically entertaining as it is il- 
luminating. Though not a scientist by training, the author is em- 
piric in approach and engages in self-analysis. Gilbert recalls his 
sexual education and physical relationships, along with his own 
theories on such topics as modesty, masturbation, oral sex, 
prostitution, exhibitionism, erotica and the psychosexual differ- 
ences between men and women. The author’s sexual revela- 
tions probably shocked many readers fifty years ago. Despite 
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modern research and our self-proclaimed worldliness, some of 
what he reports is still Surprising. 

The selection from The Altar of Venus that follows is an epi- 
sode late in Gilbert’s life, when he kept a mistress—Edyth—a 
sexy and emancipated lady of his own age who has just told him 
the strange story of her first marriage—Dr. C.J. Scheiner. 


The dramatic effect of Edyth’s story was highly intensified by the 
fact that she was naturally very modest, even bashful—and the 
scarlet flame which lit her cheeks as certain portions of the narra- 
tive obliged her to use obscene words and phrases betrayed the 
effort it was costing her to repeat the lurid tale. 

In her sexual expansions 
she was the embodiment of 
passionate fervor. But both 
before and after the act, an in- 
nate modesty cloaked her 
words and actions. She was 
easily embarrassed and 
blushed furiously at anything 
savoring of naughtiness, and 
her reluctance and ingenu- 
ous confusion at being seen 
naked was something deli- 
cious to behold. | had seen so 


so accustomed to having 
mere nudity taken quite for 
granted that her blushing 
bashfulness was really a de- 
lightful contrast. | entertained 
myself by teasing her with the 
deliberate intention of pro- 
voking blushes, begging her 
to let me see her naked or 
watch her while she was 
bathing, enticing her to take 
Curious and unusual postures 
in intercourse, asking her to 
tell me how it felt and how 
many times she had “‘come,”’ 
etc., all of which threw her 
into the greatest confusion. 

| have said that Edyth had 
no vices or eccentricities. 
She had, however, one pas- 
sionate hobby and one pecu- 
liar physical characteristic. 

The physical peculiarity to 
which | have referred was 
something of a more intimate 
nature. She was one of those 
extremely rare females whom 
Mother Nature endowed with 
what |, not Knowing the scien- 
tific term, would call a tit-shaped clitoris. In my entire experience | 
have only encountered them in three women. 

Edyth’s clitoris, under the influence of erotic stimulation, stiff- 
ened out in rigid erection, some three-eighths of an inch or more, 
and while so erected, the slightest touch upon it was sufficient to 
throw her into wild frenzy. As orgasm approached, she lost all 
control of herself and gave such vociferous expression to her 
feelings as | had never listened to before. Warnings to the effect 
that she would surely be overheard by occupants of adjoining 
apartments had no effect whatsoever. In her erotic frenzy nothing 


| wonder if he’ll buy me that ermine coat, Edyth mused—but its 


fur couldn’t possibly be as lush as mine. 
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much boldness and had been - 


existed at the moment but she and |. Her demonstrations height- 
ened my own excitation, but they also embarrassed me, for | 
knew that they could, in the stillness of the night, be heard all 
through the building. 

Eventually | struck on the idea of placing my hand over her 
mouth before she reached orgasm. The first time | did this she 
sputtered and choked and indignantly accused me of trying to 
strangle her, but | accustomed her to the system. She said it 
‘‘spoiled’’ part of her pleasure and | disliked to do it, but I didn't 
relish the idea of providing the neighbors with free entertainment 
nightly and | had observed sly smiles on their faces when we 
passed them in the halls. 

Edyth’s naive modesty and 
simplicity charmed and in- 
trigued me. With the excep- 
tion of the drama she had 
enacted for the purpose of re- 
venging herself on her hus- 
band, her sexual experiences 
had been confined to the 
most conservative of conju- 
gal expansions. From what 
she told me | gathered that 
her husband had not been of 
a very ardent disposition or 
else was weak sexually. 

“It always took a long time 
for his thing to get stiff enough 
to go in!’ she confided with a 
blush. 

Their sexual unions had 
been limited to once a week 
or less and it was with sur- 
prise she found that | could 
accommodate her every 
night or, when so inclined, 
two or three times. Her disap- 
pointing married life and the 
period of complete absti- 
nence which followed it had 
brought her to a condition in 
which she was a veritable 
treasure-house of hoarded 
emotions, and it was exactly 
at this propitious moment that 
|, to my good fortune, entered 
her life. 

Her ideas as to what was 
proper were quaint in the ex- 
treme. Intercourse was sup- 
posed to be indulged in only 
at night and under cover of 
darkness. To leave the light 
on or, in fact, to even be seen 
naked was immodest. The 
only proper position was that in which the woman lies on her back 
with the man on top. Mutual handling or caressing of genital or- 
gans was very naughty, and as for the refinements and perver- 
sions of love to which she had heard allusions of whose exact 
nature she had but vague ideas, they were not even to be dis- 
cussed except in whispers. 

| took a cynical and wicked delight in exploiting the innocent 
superstitions as fast as they came to my notice and diverted my- 
self immensely by inciting certain conflicts between her naturally 
voluptuous disposition and this quaint modesty. 


She didn’t melt in his embrace, she was lifted up, up, and longed 
for even greater heights waiting below. 
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‘Edyth, darling,’’ | pleaded coaxingly as prior to retiring for the 
night she slipped on her nightgown before removing her under- 
garments, ‘‘why don’t you want me to see you naked? You know 
llove to... but you always have something on, just to deprive me 
of the pleasure!” 

‘‘Gilbert! You’ve seen me naked often enough!” 

“Why, darling, you know | haven't seen you naked half a dozen 
times. You've got the prettiest form of any girl | ever saw.” | would 
add cunningly, ‘‘| don’t see why you want to keep it hidden from 
me.” 

Such a plea, of course, was irresistible. 

‘Well, for heaven's sake! | suppose you'll Keep on teasing until 
| take off my nightgown!” 

And off it came while she 
stood blushing before me for 
a moment. 

‘‘Come closer, darling.”’ 

When she came within 
arm’s reach, | twined my fin- 
gers in the cluster of silky 
brown curls at the apex of her 
legs. 

‘| had a suspicion about 
what part of my form you 
wanted to see!” 

When | learned that inter- . 
course was supposed to be 
enjoyed only at night under 
cover of darkness, | immedi- 
ately developed an insatiable 
desire for daylight 
gratification. 

‘‘Edyth,’’ | whispered one 
day when | took her on my 
knees after lunch, ‘| want to 
do it so bad | just can't wait 
until night. Just feel this!”’ 

‘‘But I’m all dressed!”’ she 
exclaimed in a suffocated 
voice. 

‘‘All you have to do is just 
slip off your panties!” 

A bit of coaxing, liberally in- 
terspersed with kisses, and 
as usual | won my point. With 
reddened cheeks, she unfas- 
tened the little silken garment 
and lay down on the sofa. 

‘Darling, lie facedown this 
time. It gives me the nicest 
feeling to have your bottom 
rubbing against me!”’ 

‘Gilbert!’ she protested in 
shocked indignation. 

In this, as always, she 
yielded after the requisite coaxing, turning over on her stomach. 

| raised her dress, exposing the firm beautiful hemispheres, 
and placed myself above her with my knees between her legs. 
Slipping one hand down the front of her bodice over one of her 
breasts, | inserted the other one under her abdomen and placed 
my finger on her clitoris. Her bottom quivered and vibrated 
against my stomach in instantaneous response to the caress. 

The opportunity to let her make all the racket she wanted to 
was a good one, for it was midday and the noise of traffic in the 
street below was such to lessen the probability of being over- 
heard. Pressing my cock into her vagina as far as it would go, | 
began to titillate her clitoris with my finger. 

“Oh! Oh! Oh!’’ she shrieked, ‘‘Oh, that’s good! It’s wonderful! 
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Oh! Gilbert, dearest, darling! Don’t stop! Oh! Oh! Oh!”’ 

For ten or fifteen minutes | kept her squealing and kicking un- 
der the double provocation of a cock inside and a finger outside, 
and then unable to longer resist the contagious excitation, my 
own orgasm released itself. 

‘Gilbert, did | make much noise?’’ she asked guiltily after it 
was all over and we had arranged our clothing. 

‘If there was anyone closer than Trafalgar Square who didn't 
hear you, I'll be Surprised, darling.” 3 

“Oh!” she gasped, horrified. ‘“‘Why didn’t you put your hand 
over my mouth?” 

“You know where both my hands were, dear. Tell me, honey, 
did it feel nice? Do you like it 
that way? How many times 
did you come?”’ 

“Gilbert! | don’t want to talk 
about it!”’ 

“Why not, darling?” 

“Gilbert, will you please 
hush up?” 

The extreme sensitiveness 
of her clitoris and its peculiar 
erectile qualities set me to 
speculating, almost involun- 
tarily, as to what the effect ofa 
warm tongue on it would be. 
Out of respect to her, | had re- 
frained from even tentative 
explorations in the way of 


‘“Frenching, but chance 
brought up the subject one 
night. 


We were in bed and Edyth 
was lying cuddled up by me. 
She was in a talkative mood. 
She had asked me a number 
of questions about Paris and 
my experiences there, to 
which | gave discreet replies, 
when snuggling up closer to 
me, she said: 

“Gilbert, there's something 
| want to ask you about...” 
She hesitated a moment and 
continued in a low voice: “A 
woman told me but | don't 
know whether it’s really true. Do those French girls really let men 
do it to them in the mouth? .. . And do men do it to them with their 
tongues, too?”’ 

When | was able to speak with composure, | replied: 

‘Well, darling, the French girls haven’t any exclusive patents 
on it! | guess women of all nationalities take it that way some- 
times, if they like a man well enough. And the same thing applies 
to men.” 

‘Gilbert! Did you ever do that to a woman with your tongue?’ 

“Who? Me? Why, no, darling,’ | answered discreetly, ‘‘| never 
met a woman | cared for well enough to do that. That is, until | met 
you. I'd do it that way for you in a minute, if you wanted it.”’ 

“Why, Gilbert! That's terrible!”’ 

“Why is it terrible, honey?” 

“It's nasty!’ 

‘That depends on the woman. You're not nasty. You spend 
half your time in the bathtub. You're as clean and sweet down 
there as a newly budded rose!”’ 

‘| don’t mean that way! | mean, it’s indecent!”’ 

‘Well, darling,’’ | lied hypocritically, ‘‘l always thought so, too, 
until | met you. Someway, that sort of makes it seem different. 
You're so fresh and sweet|'d just as Soon put my lips on this (and 
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| placed my hand on it) as | would on your cheek!”’ 

She remained silent for a few moments, digesting what | had 
said, and | whispered insinuatingly: 

‘They say it feels wonderful to a woman, better than any other 
way. Do you want me to do it to you once that way, just to see?” 

“Gilbert! Hush up!” 

‘Just feel how this little thing is swelling up! I’ll bet it would like 
a nice kiss if its mama didn't object!” 

Her limbs trembled convulsively and the ‘little thing’’ to which | 
referred was standing up and pulsing violently. 

‘Gilbert! .. . lf you don’t hush up, | swear I'll get up and sleep 
on the lounge! Take your hand away from there!” 


“All right, darling!” 

The next day, while leaving a store in which | had purchased 
some little gifts for her, my attention was attracted to a beautiful 
coat on display in the window. It was an exquisite garment of 
genuine ermine, and a price tag announced that it was on sale at 
the specially reduced price of forty pounds. Business had been 
good and | was tempted to buy the cloak for Edyth. | turned and 
Started back into the store but, as | did so, it occurred to me that 
perhaps it would be advisable to get her opinion on it before mak- 
ing the rather-costly purchase. 

After we had dined that night | suggested a walk. Window- 
shopping was one of her favorite diversions and she agreed with 
alacrity. A bit later we were gazing into shop windows at finery 
temptingly displayed, and without disclosing my purpose, | 
steered her around until we were in front of the store where the 
coat was on display. 

‘Look at that coat, Edyth!’’ | exclaimed. ‘‘Isn’t it a beauty?” 

She gazed at it rapt-eyed and drew a deep breath. 

“Ohl! Isn’t it lovely! And look, Gilbert, only forty pounds!’ 

She feasted her eyes on it and, as she reluctantly turned away, 
| said carefully: 

‘Well, we'll be rich soon and you'll have a coat like that.” 
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lt was my intention to surprise her with it the next day. 

We returned to our apartment and, while | sat in the library, 
reading the evening paper, Edyth undressed, and soon | heard 
her splashing in the bathtub. When she finished bathing she 
came into the room where | was sitting with a dressing gown 
draped about her and sat down. She seemed to be preoccupied 
and was silent until | laid down my paper. As | did so, she re- 
marked pensively: 

“| sure would like to have that coat we saw.” 

‘Yes, the coat is a beauty. Looks like it was just made for you. ”’ 

“It’s a bargain, too. Only forty pounds.” 

“We'll be able to buy coats like that.before long if business 


continues to improve.’’ 

‘‘l’ve got ten pounds saved up now. | believe | could save the 
rest in three or four months.”’ 

‘l’m afraid the coat will be sold long before that, honey. ° 

| got up and, standing behind her chair, tilted her face upward 
and kissed her lips. As | did so, the dressing gown fell open suffi- 
ciently to disclose a pair of luscious white boobies, free for once 
of their customary harness. And as pretty breasts always have 
done, and always will, they turned my thoughts to subjects other 
than coats. ° 

More with the intention of teasing her than seriously and with- 
out premeditation, | said as my hands closed over the snowy 
globes: 

“Honey, you know we're not exactly rich, but I'll make you a 
proposition. Let me do that to you once and I'll buy you the coat!” 

She looked at me uncomprehendingly. 

‘Do what?’’ she asked. 

“You know ... what we were talking about last night.”’ 

She gazed at me wide-eyed for a moment and then, as she 


Gilbert put her through paces she’d never dreamed of, gradually 
working her up to a fine English lather. 
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recollected the subject of our conversation of the previous eve- 
ning and comprehended what |! meant, she turned crimson and 
exclaimed: 

“Gilbert! Stop talking about those indecent French tricks!” 

“You'd look marvelous in that coat.’ 

“Will you hush up?” 

‘‘And the price they’ve got it marked . . . it will be gone before 
noon tomorrow. » 7 

“Nol” 

“Just once, to see what it’s like?” 

“No! No! No!” 

And she jumped up and fled into the bedroom. 

Snickering to myself, | 
again picked up my paper. 

A few minutes later she 
was back again and, as | 
glanced at her, | saw that her 
cheeks were still red. She ap- 
peared to have something 
she wished to say and | wait- 
ed expectantly. 


“Gilbert ...’’ she mur- 
mured, and hesitated 
uncertainly. 

“Well, honey?” 


“Gilbert... did you... 
really mean ... what you 
said?” 

‘About what, darling?’ 

“That if | let you do that to 
me once, you'd buy me that 
coat?” 

With each word the color in 
her face became more vivid. 

“Of course | mean it, hon- 
ey! | wouldn't go back on my 
word.’ 

There was a long silence, 
during which her eyes were 
turned toward the floor. 

“Well... all right, then!” 

‘Hurrah!’ | exclaimed. 
“l’ve been wanting to try that 
so bad | just couldn't hardly 
wait for you to say yes!’ And 
jumping from my chair, | lifted 
her up in my arms, kissed her flushed cheeks and then stood her 
back on the floor. 

“Just this once now. Remember that!’ 

‘Well, hurry up then and come to bed and get it over with!” 

As she stood there with cheeks blazing and eyes averted, an 
idea occurred to me by which an additional touch of the exotic 
might be added to the delicious rite, and without saying anything 
to her, | immediately began clearing off the big library table. 
When | had removed its divers ornaments and utilities, | told her to 
bring a blanket and pillow from the bedroom. 

‘What for?”’ she asked in bewilderment. 

‘For you to lie on, honey. I’m going to put them on the table.” 

“On the table?’’ she gasped. 

“Yes, on the table, honey. Just like a big luscious piece of 
strawberry shortcake. Only this shortcake won't need any cream 
or Sugar!” 

‘“Gilbert!’’ she exclaimed in a horrified voice. 

“With the coat you’ll be the prettiest girl in London.” 

‘Gilbert! | am not going to get up on that table!” 

‘‘Genuine ermine, too. The rest of these ladies around here will 
be green with envy,” | continued, and without waiting for her to 
execute the order, | went myself to the bedroom and obtained the 
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articles referred to and arranged them on the massive table. 

She watched my preparations to serve her up like a plate of af- 
ter-dinner dessert as though paralyzed. | couldn’t contain myself, 
but | managed to keep a straight face and, when all was arranged 
to my satisfaction, | said: 

“All right, honey! Now you can take your clothes off!” 

Mechanically, her fingers unfastened the belt of the dressing 
robe and she removed the garment. Chemise, panties, hose and 
slippers remained. Without divesting herself gf any of these, mov- 
ing as one in a hypnotic trance, she slowly approached the table. 

“Your panties, darling! Aren’t you going to take them off? | 
can’t do that while you have them on!” 

‘Well, for heaven’s sake! | 
can take them off after you 
turn out the light, can’t 1?” 

‘But, darling, I’m not going 
to put out the light. | couldn't 
see to do it right in the dark!”’ 

‘Gilbert! I’m not going to 
get on that table naked, with 
the lights on! | won't do it.” 

‘Honey, you're the most 
persistent little ‘no girl’ | ever 
met in my life. I'll tell you what 
we can do. I'll turn them all 
out except just the mantel 
light.” 

| pressed the button which 
controlled the cluster of lights 
above the table, extinguish- 
ing them, and turned on a 
shaded globe on one side of 
the fireplace mantel. It illumi- 
nated the room with a soft, 
pink refulgence. 

“All right, sweetheart. Now 
you can take off your panties 
and get up on the table.” 

“Well; turn around then 
and don’t look at me!”’ 

‘‘!can’t see what difference 
it makes if | look!’’ But | turned 
my back obediently. 

When | looked around 
again, the panties were off. 

Under the tinted, subdued 
rays of light, her arms and shoulders and such other portions of 
her bare flesh as were visible glowed rosily. | lifted her up and set 
her upon the edge of the table, and with the idea of stimulating her 
sensibilities, | filled a goblet with wine and handed it to her. She 
drank it and, after disposing of the empty glass, | gently pushed 
her down on her back with her knees over the edge of the table. 

These preliminaries were, of course, affording me the most 
delicious thrills imaginable. In all my experience | had never 
“Erenched”’ a girl under more inciting circumstances. My cock 
was in a state which threatened the integrity of the buttons of my 
trousers and the first thing | did after | got her stretched out on the 
table was to unfasten them and allow it its freedom. 

| leaned over her and slipped up the silk underwaist she had 
pulled down over her thighs. Her limbs quivered as | raised it and 
she placed an arm over her eyes. | worked the diaphanous gar- 
ment upward until her breasts were completely exposed in the 
rosy light. With this detail complete, | drew up a chair and, placing 
it close to the table, sat down. 

True to form, when she had lain down on the table, she had 
clenched her legs together as tightly as she could—but | let this 
pass for the moment and contented myself with caressing her 
legs, hips, thighs and breasts with my hands. Then, pressing my 


ae 


lips to one of her legs, just above the top of her stocking, and 
dropping kisses along the route, | began an upward journey. Her 
limbs twitched and quivered as though each kiss were an electric 
shock. When my lips reached the place where a dark triangle of 
curly hair marked the juncture of her thighs, | hitched the chair a 
little closer and, placing my hands on her knees, endeavored to 
separate them. At first they seemed disinclined to part, so | ap- 
plied a little more force and gradually, as | continued to urge them 
with a firm pressure, they began to yield. 

And now, under the rose-tinted light, my little sweetheart’s sex- 
ual flower, with its border of dark chestnut curls, was revealed. | 
separated the moist lips and the little tit-shaped protuberance in 
their upper extremity, which 
my fingers had often ca- 
ressed but my eyes never be- 
fore contemplated, came into 
view. This was the naugnMty lit- 
tle thing which caused her to 
moan and squeal and go into 
hysterical fits whenever it was 
petted, and | gazed at it curi- 
ously. And even as | looked, it 
began to expand perceptibly 
in size, as though excited at 
merely being viewed. It stiff- 
ened out and then shrank 
back slightly, repeating the 
process at intervals of a few 
seconds. | placed my finger- 
tip upon it. It was hard and 
firm and pulsated vigorously 
to my touch. 

‘Are you deliberately try- 
ing to drive me crazy?’ she 
exclaimed in a tense, indig- 
nant whisper. ‘‘Well, for heav- 
en’s sake! How much longer 
are you going to look?’ 

‘‘Lie down, sweetheart. | 
won't look any more if you 
don’t want me to!” 

She lay down again, still 
murmuring indignant pro- 
tests, and an instant later my 
face was between her thighs. 
Up and down the length of the 
humid cleft my tongue scurried and finally settled down to work in 
earnest on her Clitoris. It rose valiantly to meet the attack and 
projected itself outward. : 

And then pandemonium broke loose. 

Grimly | stayed at the post—indifferent for once as to whether 
the neighbors might think | was slaughtering her and break in the 
door or called the police. Between her writhing, twisting and kick- 
ing, it was all | could do to keep my tongue on the right spot. Part 
of the time her legs were sticking straight out on either side of 
me—part of the time they were flying up and down in a fantastic 
dance—and part of the time they were clasped about my neck. 
She raised herself on her wrists, she dropped back and tried to 
elevate her bottom, she twisted and wriggled until | was obliged 
to seize her by the hips to hold her still. No adequate reproduction 
of the shrieks, moans and exclamations with which she empha- 
sized her frenzy is possible. 

How many times she had orgasm | couldn't determine, but the 
nectar of love was dripping within a minute or so after | had first 
gotten my mouth on her. 


Oh Gilbert! Edyth sighed. For the first time I’m not just lying back 
and thinking of England! 
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Finally, | felt her body relax. she put her hands on my head and 
gasped: 

“| can’t stand any more, Gilbert!” 

The performance had produced such a tension in my own 
nerves that | was not far from spontaneous ejaculation. Under the 
pressure of her hands on my forehead, | reluctantly yielded my 
position. Sliding the chair back, | got up, went to the bathroom, 
brought a moistened towel and sponged her thighs. It was the 
first time | had ever performed such an intimate service for her, 
but she was too exhausted to protest. 

Picking her up in my arms, | carried her to our sleeping quar- 
ters, laid her down on the bed and sat down on the edge by her 
side. 

A bit later we were cuddled 
up in each other’s arms in 
bed. 

“Gilbert... you don’t have 
to buy me that coat. And... 
and...” 

‘And what, darling?’ 

“If you like to do that... 
you can do it again 
sometime!’ 

“When?” 

“Oh, when you want to! To- 
morrow, if you like!”’ 

‘That's a bargain, you little 
old sweet thing! Tell me, hon- 
ey, how did it feel?” 

“Hush up!’ 

“But, darling, after going to 
all that trouble just to find 
out?” 

‘Well, what do you want to 
know?" 

‘| just want to know wheth- 
er it felt nice.” 

“Yes! Yes!" 

‘Better than the other 


“No...yes...Oh, | don't 
know! Now will you stop talk- 
ing about it?” 

Needless to say, she got 
the coat. And from that time 
on | enjoyed numerous spe- 
cial after-dinner desserts on the big library table. 

One day, not long after her first surrender to cunnilingus, a 
matter came up which obliged me to make a business trip to a 
nearby city. As the weather was pleasant, it occurred to me to 
take her with me. It was a four-hour drive by automobile so | rent- 
ed a car and chauffeur for the day. 

The business being satisfactorily concluded by midafternoon, 
we had dinner in a local restaurant and started back home in the 
evening. After an hour on the road, Edyth, who had gotten up 
earlier that morning than was her custom, nestled against me and 
went to sleep. 

The position in which she had placed herself brought her 
cheek in close contact with a certain portion of my trousers where 
ordinarily a little extra allowance is made in the cloth for some- 
thing beside leg. This something, always responsive to the slight- 
est attention and-easily awakened, answered the warmth and 
pressure of her cheek by increasing rapidly in size. And as the 
pressure was not removed, it continued to expand until it reached 
the limit of its expansional capacity, and thereafter gave evidence 


Oho! thought Gilbert. So that’s where it’s been hiding—that 
frisky little cream-lapping puss. 
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of its appreciation by a series of throbs and muscular 
contractions. 
| supposed that Edyth was now fast asleep but in this | was 
somewhat mistaken, for before long she stirred again. This time 
she raised her head slightly, her hand moved up and her fingers 
began unfastening the buttons on the front of my trousers. Her 
hand slipped inside and after a bit of fumbling with interior gar- 
ments came out with something warm, stiff and rigid clasped in 
her fingers. She adjusted the blanket so that it entirely covered 
her head and lay down again, this time with my naked cock under 
her soft cheek. 
| reached over and snapped off the small electric light which il- 
luminated the interior of the 
car, and sat quietly with my 
cock throbbing between the 
constriction of her cheek and 
my own leg. Had she been 
one of the many women | had 
associated with previously, 
there would not have been 
anything in this to surprise 
me, but Edyth, despite the 
fact that she always yielded to 
my coaxing, never herself 
took the lead in any of our lit- 
tle adventures in concupis- 
cence. Her present action 
was, therefore, quite out of 
the ordinary. 
However, | was destined 
for a still greater surprise. 
She moved again, releas- 
ing the prisoner from beneath 
her face. But its freedom was 
only temporary and to my 
amazement, | suddenly felt a 
pair of warm lips close about 
it. | sat perfectly still. The lips 
remained motionless for a 
moment and then advanced, 
so that a considerably larger 
portion of my cock was within 
their embrace. Another short 
interval of inactivity and then | 
perceived the pull of strong, 
vigorous suction and the ac- 
tion of a hot little tongue playing over the head. So energetic and 
determined was the caress, that in sixty seconds or less, my testi- 
cles were threatening to release their hoard. | placed my hand on 
her head to ease her away until | could again get control of the 
situation. But instead of surrendering the audacious thing, she 
pushed my hand away and sucked still harder. And before | could 
avoid it, the seminal reservoirs were emptying their contents into 
her mouth. When | finally got free of her, | hastily handed her a 
handkerchief and whispered: ) 
‘Spit it out, sweetheart!” 
“! can’t!’’? she gasped, “‘it went down my throat!” 
“All right, all right!’ | replied, hurriedly. ‘It won’t hurt you!” 
And | lifted her up in my arms and set her down very gently on 
my lap. 
| slipped my hand up under her dress and inside her panties. 
As | had divined, her genitals were dripping wet, and her clitoris 
standing up rigidly. She trembled as my fingers came in contact 
with it, placed her hand over mine, squeezed it tightly for a mo- 
ment between her thighs and then gently withdrew it. 
“Wait until we get home, Gilbert!’’ she whispered. 
And the low but vibrant words augured an enjoyable termina- 
tion to the adventure later. 
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Do sex toys guarantee more fun in 
bed? Claudia takes a playful look at the myriad 


devices featured in sex boutiques, 


shop-at-home video catalogs and a few X-rated videos 


eee SEX 


BY CLAUDIA BLAINE 


Distinguishing the erotic from the exe- 


crable, our perspicacious and ebul- 
lient reviewer comments on current X- 
rated films and videotapes, frequently 


focusing on those that stir the mind as» 


well as the privy parts. She considers 
everything from romantic, one-on-one 
fuck scenes to kinky wall-to-wall or- 
gies in observant, thematic essays. 


There are some really nice things 
about being a porn reviewer. One is 
certainly the feeling of validity it lends 
you. |’ve boldly visited two sex bou- 
tiques, just oozing a businesslike atti- 
tude. If | didn’t have this job, | would 
have felt awkward about going in, and 
certainly wouldn’t have had the nerve 
to poke around as much as | did. 

Happy Sperm is only one. of the 
many sexually related products avail- 
able. It is a white candle that looks a bit 
like Casper-the Friendly Ghost, -melt- 
ing. Each sperm is wearing a pink or 
baby blue bow around its little neck. It’s 
too darling-for my tastes, but then, a 
bull whip is too daring. Ye Olde Marital 
Aid Shoppe, what a concept. Cock 
rings and teddy bears. Board games, 
vibrators (battery or electric) and com- 
plicated leather outfits. Candy, soap 
and ceramics, all in the shape of geni- 
tals and breasts. A little wind-up hop- 
ping penis. A bun-shaped pen holder. 
Are there rooms full of people sitting 
around thinking these things up? How 
much do they get paid? 

The novelty items abound at Come 
Again, a tiny crowded shop located at 
246 East 51st Street, New. York City. 
The lingerie hangs from the ceiling, 
Racks of.cards, boxes of.buttons and 
all-sorts of gag-gift items are heaped 
about. Among these sexual souvenirs 
are lots of things one can. actually use. 
Condoms-:of all sorts. Jellies, lubricants 
and oils (usually edible and flavored), 
books, inflatable pals, dildos, videos 
and body paint. Their shop-at-home 
video catalog, ‘‘The Little House of 


Pleasure,’’ features a newly wed cou- 


‘ple inundated with products sexual. — 


Ample Marisa Betancourt and Dustin 
Rhodes, as the couple, pick up and set 
down toys, wear many cutesy outfits 
and actually demonstrate a few de- 
vices. The underwear for two and the 
foam rubber blowfish for the male or- 
gan are merely two | can mention. As 
far as.a fuck flick—it’s basically low- 
quality softcore cut with product shots, 
but it’s not bad for a catalog. It’s avail- 
able from W.D. Distributors, Dept. 11P, 
P.O. Box 603, New York, N.Y. 10023 
for $19.95 plus $3.00 shipping (in N.Y. 
and N.J. add -appropriate sales tax). 
The price of the tape will be deducted 
from your first order of one hundred 
dollars or more. Just order nine ‘Large 
Manly Peckers”’ in light or dark choco- 
late and you’re home free. |. 

The Pink Pussy Cat Boutique in 
Greenwich Village is larger, less clut- 
tered and concentrates on usable 
products rather than novelties. Their 
leather line is extensive but their best- 
seller is Orgasmatron, a plug-in vibra- 
tor that boasts five attachments (none 
of which is dick-shaped) and guaran- 
tees orgasm.. The friendly lady behind 
the counter confided that ‘‘mostly guys 
buy it for their wives.’’ A good, old- 
fashioned, paper .catalog is available 
by writing to Pink Pussy Cat Boutique, 
161 West 4th Street, New York, N.Y. 
10014. Include $1.00 for postage and 
handling. 

Toys 4 Us is a snippet video piece 
featuring Samantha Strong as the pro- 
prietress of an expensive (therefore 
exclusive) sex boutique. We flash from 
a scene of her with a customer to 
scenes from other movies where the 
players are using toys. Two long-faced 
blonde girls go gaga over a dildo at- 
tached to a saddle and bring back 
those fond memories of horseback rid- 
ing ... every Saturday ... for hours. 
Two women eat each other and frig 
each other quite earnestly but it’s just 


not enough somehow. Poof! A long, 
thick; pink, pretend pecker appears 
with a very realistic looking head on 
each end. First, it’s a plastic pussy-to- 


_ pussy connection, then the ladies, who 


have very similar skin shades, bang 
their butts together, connected doggie- 
style by the two-headed monster. The 
aerial shot of this is neat. 

My favorite toy shown is the cosmic 
dildo. This unusual synthetic dick has a 
glowing tip. The photography is good 
and the lighting terrific as Nina Hartley 
enjoys her lovely self with this dramatic 
device. Then the video effects start. 
Unfortunately, they merely obscure a 
delightful. sight and annoy the audi- 
ence. The cosmic dildo and Nina Hart- 
ley need no electronic assistance. 
Save the effects to jazz up scenes with 
those boring, ho-hum.folks who are al- 
ways attempting to hump at the beige 
hotels. Those scenes need all the help 
they can get. 

Back at the salesroom, Sam. lets 
loose her surefire closing technique in 
a fake. frenzy of ecstasy. The vignettes 
are uneven in content and quality, but 
many toys are demonstrated and just 
may rouse your curiosity. Toys 4 Us is 
available from Western Visuals, 15745 
Stagg St., Van Nuys, Calif. 91406, or 
by calling 800-257-3777 (in Calif. 800- 
621-1190), for $49.95 plus $3.00 
shipping. 

Slumber Party Reunion, produced 
by Jerry Edwards and Barry Dawson, 
and directed by Michael Evans, fea- 
tures Fallon and her spurting cunt. 
She’s hot and she’s certainly wet, but 
even Fallon. can’t save this tape from 
being tiresome. 

Four ladies, played by Rachel Ash- 
ley, Tanya Foxx, Stephanie Rage and 
Fallon, reune after a five-year separa- 
tion and engage in a lot of wooden dia- 
logue, forced laughter and sex tales 
about high school. Now, if these chicks 
were such great friends they would 
have shared these experiences back 
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then, probably over the phone. Girls 
just love to talk about boys. Anyway... 

The first flashback (we know we're 
time-traveling because the picture digi- 
talizes) is the best in the lot. The four 
girls are having a slumber party and 
decide to practice their kissing. One 
thing leads to another until the quartet 
have given themselves over to licking 
labias like professionals. The climax 
comes when Fallon demonstrates her 
special gift. The outer lips of her vagina 
are small—all the better to see that tal- 
ented twat. It looks roomy and warm in 
there. The color is that of a perfectly 
cooked, medium-rare steak. As her 
girlfriends look on, Fallon stimulates 
herself with that handiest of all sex 
toys, her own finger. Soon, she comes 
and comes and comes and comes. 
The liquid literally shoots out. | was duly 
impressed, even if her friends couldn't 
work up much enthusiasm. 

We suffer through several scenes of 
unbelievably awful acting. All sem- 
blance of eroticism is lost in lame line 
readings that drone on and on. Finally, 
Rachel Ashley saves us with a literate 
seduction story, featuring Johnny 
Nineteen. Then Fallon gets it on with a 


AUGUST 1988 


couple of footballers (remembering to 
spurt mightily at the end). This adds to 
the voyeuristic.gratification of a peek- 
ing teacher played by Tasha Voux. As 
she watches the trio, Ms. Voux uses a 
vibrator that looks like aged ivory and 
sounds like an angry mosquito. She is 
never shown inserting the machine, but 
seems to get quite a kick out of mas- 
saging her clit with it. 

Throughout the entire piece, there 
are many lengthy shots of women’s 
faces in the throes of passion. There 
are several times when the angle and 
duration of these shots are such that 
one could count the fillings in their mo- 
lars—which didn’t do much for me. But 
Fallon’s pretty and interesting, so If you 
just gotta see her (or have an unusual 
interest in mixing dentistry with sex), 
Slumber Party Reunion is available at 
your local video store and priced by the 
retailer. 

Sexy Delights, produced by Maxwell 
Leigh and directed by Katya S., is a 
haphazard mix of video catalog, busi- 
ness promotion and blue movie. The 
wives want sex; the husbands want to 
play poker. A multilevel marketing 
company—Sexy Delights (a real busi- 


Slumber Party Reunion brings to- 
gether four foxy friends who relive 
their fondest memories. 


ness)—comes to the damsels’ aid. 

The nubile neglected brides get sat- 
ed and Erica Boyer, as the party host- 
ess, and her partner, Randy West, are 
successful in their business. Toys are 
usually used briefly, then set aside in 
favor of human mingling, but the sex 
products remain visible in most shots. 
The wayward poker players eventually 
come to the conclusion that sex can be 
as much fun as five-card draw, and ev- 
eryone fucks happily ever after. 

We aren't given enough information 
about getting involved with the compa- 
ny or ordering their products to warrant 
the attention paid them. And often, the 
merchandising focus detracts from the 
sex. At one point the ladies are enjoy- 
ing each other, and we could enjoy it, 
too, if it weren’t for the fleshy dildo held 
up for us to see. It isn’t used and there- 
fore is out of place. Obviously, nobody 
had a strong sense of what they were 
trying to do. Even Jamie Gillis is totally 
blah. He just ambles through the script, 
as well as the edible panties. Available 
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from CEV Direct, 4111 Lincoln Blvd., 
Suite 303, Los Angeles, Calif. 90292, 
for $19.95 plus $3.50 shipping. 
Sinset Boulevard, produced and di- 
rected by Jerome Tanner, definitely 
knows what it’s about. It’s a knockoff, 
in the best sense, of that movie classic, 
Sunset Boulevard. Mike Horner plays 
the role immortalized by William Hold- 
en, the down-and-out screenwriter. 
The role of the reclusive former film 
star, portrayed on the big screen by 
Gloria Swanson, is very well played by 
Rachel Ryan. John Leslie is aces in the 
- butler/director role first created by 
Erich von Stroheim. The setup is the 
same, as, indeed, is the opening shot 
(a body floating in a pool), but the ven- 
ue is porn instead of silent movies. 
We’re somewhere in the near future, 
living under the reign of President Fal- 
well. Because Sinset manages to be 
Motors are always racing while driving __ Ballin’ with the footballers in Slumber _ funny and clever without getting overly 
down Sinset Boulevard (above). Party -Reunion (below). silly, the sex can be taken seriously 
and is quite erotic. 

Rachel is watching tapes of her glory 
days with the writer. We get to watch 
too, but the best parts are definitely 
watching Rachel watch herself. She's 
wistful, sizzling hot and slightly crazed 
simultaneously. She clutches Horner's 
hand and licks her own fingers, totally 
unaware of either action as her eyes 
stay glued to the screen. “‘In those 
days we had real orgasms,’’ she says 
angrily in a great parody of Swanson’s 
famous line. Ms. Ryan can act. 

As far as sex toys are concerned, a 
worn-out dildo is laid to rest in a little 
casket; Rachel and two female cohorts 
frisk about with numerous twat-filling 
gadgets in a video-within-a-video seg- 
ment (a soft focus around the edges 
during this entire scene was distract- 
ing, but there is a great horizontal pus- 
sy shot worth watching for); and Leslie 
does a bit with a belt destined for the 
psychological-sex-scene hall of fame. 

The secret of eternal youth is dis- 
closed (Ms. Ryan is supposedly in her 
fifties), the genre takes its share of rib- 
bing, well-lit gyno shots abound in nu- 
merous copulation scenes, and 
eventually the plot peters out. 

Director/producer Jerome Tanner 
has finally come of age. After lots of 
practice, the guy has done a Classy, 
sexy, funny, fairly intelligent fuck film. 
For added enjoyment, | would suggest 
watching the original straight Sunset 
Boulevard first, if you haven't seen it in 
the last couple of years. It’s a great flick 
and a double feature of Sunset and 
Sinset would make for one hell of an 
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evening. Enjoy! Sinset Boulevard is 
available from Western Visuals, 15745 
Stagg St., Van Nuys, Calif. 91406, or 
by calling 800-257-3777 (in Calif. 800- 
621-1190), for $49.95 plus $3.00 
shipping. 

Now for something completely dif- 
ferent. There are toys and then there 
are toys. Automatic weapons? For the 
big boys? The Last Drop, produced by 
Chuck Traynor and directed by Dick 
Knight features the Contra pinup girl, 
Crissa ‘‘Bo’”’ Bozlee and her M-60. The 
fabulous dark-haired beauty jeeps out 
into the desert, peels off her fatigues, 
breaks down and reassembles her gun 
and pops off a few rounds into the sand 
dunes. Later, Bo gives us a tour of the 
Survival Store, ‘‘the West's largest ma- 
chine-gun dealer.” 

There is no sex per se, but even a 
gun-shy peacenik such as myself 
could see the erotic allure inherent in 
the foxy nude machine gunner. It man- 
aged to touch the same hidden buttons 
that the Wagner-scored helicopter at- 
tack scene in Apocalypse Now did. 
Against my intellectual will, | under- 
stood the seduction of war. 

The raw power of the gun. The seem- 
ing vulnerability of the unclothed, 
beautiful body of Bo. She takes up the 
weapon. She becomes invincible. It is 
exciting, as much as | hate to admit it. 
This is all a bit too close to Freud's pe- 
nis-envy theory for me. Luckily, Bo's 
voice-over tones down the heavy impli- 
cations, and by the time she ‘remem- 
bers’ that she’s forgotten her clothes, 
it's twinky enough to enjoy. The Last 
Drop is definitely a change of pace as 
both a video gun catalog and a cheese- 
cake teaser. Available from The Poster 
Company, 3250 Pollux Ave., Las Ve- 
gas, Nev. 89102 for $39.95, which in- 
cludes shipping. 

Sex toys obviously have their place 
in our erotic world, but I’ve come to 
suspect that it is just a tiny corner. Even 
in tapes that focus on merchandise, the 
toys are used initially but quickly aban- 
doned. Our own biological parts—fin- 
gers, tongues, cunts, pricks, balls and 
breasts—are of superior design and 
material, so they obviously serve as the 
ultimate givers of physical pleasure. 

Personally, | think porn videos, mag- 
azines and books are really the best 
sex toys. They work in concert with the 
mind, which is the most wondrous of all 
our sexual organs. Once we have the 
idea and the inspiration, we're set. We 
already have the finest tools for the job 
built right in. 
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Crimes of Passion, produced by 
Barry Sandler and directed by 
Ken Russell, is available on video 
in an unrated version that makes 
X-rated fare look tame. While 
there aren't any gyno or come 
shots, this piece is awash in per- 
version and decadence. Kathleen 
Turner plays a fashion designer/ 
whore who is equally adept at both 
professions. Anthony Perkins is a 
crazed street preacher with a killer 
dildo. John Laughlin, as the per- 
fect suburban husband, supplies 
the contrast that serves to make 
things surreal .. . and frightening. 
Kathleen and John share a Siz- 
zling sex scene. We see him slip 
her panties off, but we don't see 
her pussy. Truly, there is no need. 
Silhouette sex featuring every po- 
sition in the Kama Sutra is beauti- 
fully shot and totally hot. This 
psychosexual thriller is well worth 
watching. 


A New Life, produced by Martin 
Bregman, was written and direct- 
ed by that famous feminist, Alan 
Alda. There are some hot spots— 
Alda and his lady doctor, played 
by Veronica Hamel, kiss and roll 
into some we-waited-and-now- 
we’re-in-love passion. Likewise, 


Ann-Margret stays close to her 
younger lover in A New Life. 


omni-foxy Ann-Margret and her 
young lover go for the buildup and 
it pays off. Hal Linden, as the rogu- 
ish divorce, gets the best line— 
“These girls are modern progres- 
sive women... sluts.’ and.never 
puts off ‘til tomorrow what he can 
bed today. There are some laughs 
and some inventive shots. The 
gals appear human with a realistic 
mix of good and bad qualities. The 
guys are all so flawed (even those 
who aren’t old enough to have 
gone through messy divorce pro- 
ceedings) that it’s hard to figure 
what the ladies see in any of ‘em. 
Guilt, is thy name Alda? . 


Vice Versa, produced by Dick 
Clement and lan La Frenais and 
directed by Brian Gilbert, is hilari- 
ous. It’s one of those father-and- 
son-switch-body movies that are 
so popular these days. | saw Like 
Father, Like Son on a plane and It 
sucked ... even on a plane. 
Judge Reinhold, however, is bril- 
liant, as is Fred Savage playing his 
son/father. Reinhold, playing the 
son in his father’s body, is thrilled 
with his suddenly acquired body 
hair and grown-up equipment, 
and believably stunned by his first 
soul kiss. His body language is el- 
oquent and really funny. It's too 
bad this one didn’t come out first. 
Vice Versa works! 


ad 


- oday, people are having sex in the 
_ most extraordinary places: on roof- 
tops, in subway stations, even on 
home plate. Everybody, however, 
still seems to suck, fuck and live out 
his or her wildest fantasies in the 
_. traditional sexual arena, the bed- 
room. Could it be the comfort, conve- 
nience or privacy that make it the 
fucking focal point? Read on for 
some answers. 


Nicole’s letter: It's a once ina 
lifetime event to meet an indi- 
vidual who sweeps you Off 
your feet. The man | work for 
is just Such a person, and | 
would like to share him with 
yOu. 

It all started when he inter- 
viewed me for a position as 
his receptionist. The mo- 
ment | laid eyes on this man, | 
wanted him! Once | began 
warking for him, | had absolute- 
ly no doubt that he was special. 
Just seeing him made my heart 
race, my stomach queasy and the 
rest of me simply lustful! | am gener- 
ally not so turned-on by someone so 
quickly or so intensely, but from the very 
beginning | was determined to get to know 
this man very well. 


The problem was that he was playing. 


hard to get! Even though | could sense a 
mutual interest, he was definitely in com- 
plete control of the situation and was teas- 
ing me to the hilt! After what seemed like 
endless amounts of office flirting, finally he 
asked me for a date. 

The first night out we did a lot of talking, 
hand-holding and light petting. When the 
night ended all too early, my mind was 
racing in anticipation of our next date, for 
what | hoped would be something a little, 
well, deeper. A few days later, | suggested 
that we get together again. This time, | 
chose the evening’s scenario. | decided to 
teach him a new game. 

| went over to his house and explained 
how to play. We each started with five 
pieces of paper and were to write anything 
we chose on each, with the object to get to 
know each other better. Then we would 
take turns reading the other’s writings. 
Now, this game can be an absolute disas- 
ter if both people are not on the same 
wavelength, but! was hoping that was not 
the case. | went first and his note read, 
‘Relax and tell me three things that you 
would like me to do to you.”’ | told him to 
read one of my notes for his answer, so he 
read, ‘‘Take me into your arms, get com- 
fortable, and share a secret fantasy with 
me.’’ Hooray! We were definitely thinking 
alike! | felt sure that the rest of the evening 
would be filled with sexual exploration! 

But incredibly, | left his house still filled 
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A car is too 
bumpy, a couch is too 
lumpy—the 
bounce of a bed is best 


with desire. To my surprise he sent me 
home for the evening! As | was leaving, he 
looked into my eyes and told me that he 
would not make love to me until | begged 
him to do so. | was astonished! He wanted 
me to beg for something that | knew he 
wanted just as much as | did! | was deter- 
mined that | would never do as he asked. 
Instead | would make him give in to his 
own little whim. He would have to beg me 
to make love to him. 

From this point on, things began to get 
interesting! For one thing, work took on a 
whole new perspective. What seemed like 
the world’s longest period of foreplay be- 
came part of our daily office routine. He 
would call me into his office for a short 


That sweet split just ain’t complete with- 
out a big, juicy banana. 


break and then proceed to stimulate me in 
any number of ways. This took little or no 
effort, as all he had to do was look at me 
and | got wet! | cannot remember a time 
where | have been more strung out with 
sheer sexual desire! 

After a week of this, we spent Friday 
evening together. | was ready to forget 
about my resolution, but the night 
turned out to be nothing serious, just 
laughing and talking. Somehow, in 
the space of a few hours after a 

week of complete horniness, he 
had made me totally forget 

about sex. But as the evening 
came to a close, the mood 
turned intense. He looked at 
me and asked me if | was 
ready to feel better than | 
had ever felt before. My 
mind was racing.| was feel- 
ing absolutely wonderful al- 
ready, but | said yes. He 
decided that the following 
night would be the night. Al- 
ready | was losing my willpower; ~ 
once again, he was calling the 

shots. He asked that | wear a 
blouse that unbuttoned down the 
front, a short skirt, red high-heeled 
shoes and sheer-to-the-waist nylons. 

Finally the time came, and | arrived at 
his place as scheduled, at seven-thirty. He 
seated me on the couch in front of a fire he 
had going, and offered me a glass of wine. 
We sat there a while, enjoying the wine, 
the fire and each other's company. He 
then told me to sit back and relax, as he 
was going to prepare dinner. He went into 
the kitchen, and | sat there, about as far 
from being relaxed as one can be—'t was 
alll could do to sit still! My body was tense 
with anticipation. | couldn’t wait to find out 
what was on the night’s agenda! As usual, 
he sensed my tension and came back into 
the room to offer me a small hit of pot. 

Dinner was finally ready, and he escort- 
ed me to the table. He poured us each a 
second glass of wine, but | didn’t feel like 
drinking mine and set my glass aside. 

As | finished my dinner, he asked me to 
drink my wine. The fun had begun! Again 
he was trying to exhibit control over me! | 
decided to play this game for all it was 
worth. | was not going to finish that glass of 
wine. As if reading my mind, he simply 
looked at me and said that if | did not drink 
up, the evening would not continue. | re- 
sisted, calling his bluff. 

He pursued another tactic. As we sat at 
the table facing each other, he pulled my 
chair closer to his and placed my foot be- 
tween his legs. He guided my foot over his 
cock in a slow pumping motion, continu- 
ing to ask me to please finish my wine so 
that we could continue the evening. He 
definitely had my attention, but | was not 
quite ready to give in. | voiced my resis- 
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tance, and he told me to getit all out of my | neath him. My eyes were still closed, my | the letters you print are true. To show her 
system because before long | would not | only sensations were of being touched _ she is wrong, |’m writing to tell you our 
want to use words to express myself. With | and hearing his voice. Then, without hesi- _ own story. When she reads it, I’m sure 
this, | weakened. Before long, | would | tation, he pulled down my panty hose, ex- she'll change her mind about all the other 
choose not to talk? | could hardly control | letters. 
my excitement! _ Last summer, we were enjoying an af- 
He held my gaze and began to caress _ternoon on a secluded section of the 
my thigh, slowly working his way up to my | ' beach. | was getting hot looking at Dee's 
already raging cunt. My body reached magnificent body in the smallest of 
out to welcome his touch. As he swimsuits, and we were both getting 
stroked me, he told me that he high on a cooler of vodka and ton- 
wanted to make me feel better ics and smoke. We decided to go 
than | had ever felt before. But | back to our apartment for some 
would first have to finish my other activities. | dropped Dee 
wine so that we could continue off'to shower and told her | 
our evening. He reiterated. It would be right back. Little did 
was becoming a chant, and | she know that | was going to 
was falling helplessly under an erotic lingerie store to 
his spell. He also reiterated buy her a lace corset, 
that he would not make love seamed mesh stockings, 
to me until | had begged him chiffon crotchless panties 
to do so. Well, | finished my and spiky-heeled shoes—all 
wine! in black. 

Without a word, he led me Upon returning to the apart- 
upstairs to his bedroom. The ment, | found Dee had show- 
bed, was carefully made with ered and was enveloped in a | 
satin sheets and softly illuminated robe. | stashed the new pur- 
with spotlights. Soft music filled the chases in the bathroom without her 
room. He gently laid me down on the seeing them. She fixed us another 
bed and began to caress every inch of drink, and we sat on the couch talking, 
my body, paying no particular attention to | kissing and fondling. She took out my 
one area but giving full attention to each | cock, and immediately it got hard. She 
place that he touched. | just lay there, _ sucked on it and told me how much she 
watching, feeling, not saying a word. Not. _ wanted to sit on it. In return | fingered her 
wanting to, just as he had said. posing my nakedness to his cock, andtold | pussy, and inno time her juices were drip- 

He continued to pet me and told me that | me that he wanted to fuck me right then. ! | ping down my fingers. As she got hotter, | 
he would like me to keep my eyes closed. | was so turned-on that my body was vio- | told her! had bought her a present. This in- 
My body immediately tensed, but he as- | lently quivering. He continued to brush his | creased her excitement, as she loves to 
sured me that he only wanted to make me | hard organ against my buttocks. He kept _ receive presents. | told her she could find 
feel good. He then began to suck on my | talking to me, telling me to concentrate on _ her gifts in the bathroom, and not to return 
breasts ever so softly, kissing them, fon- | how! was feeling. Then he was inside me, _ until she was wearing them. 
dling them, well aware of the pleasure it | thrusting his cock in and out and moving _— As she got dressed in her new attire, | 
was bringing me. As | became more | his body as though he were hearing the | prepared the bedroom for an evening she 
aroused, my nipples getting quite hard, | music ofthe heavens! The feeling was one — wouldn't soon forget. | plugged in an elec- 
his sucking became more intense. of the most intense that | have ever | tric vibrator, got out her three favorite dil- 


Without any interruption, he began us- | experienced. _ dos and plenty of lubricant and got some 
ing a vibrator. First he massaged the in- | | He pulled himself out, and | lay there lost _ honey from the kitchen. 
side of my thighs, which were extremely | in the afterglow of the best fuck | hadever She called to me that she was ready, 


had. He reached down to the side of the | and into the bedroom walked a sexy lady 
ering. He continued working up and down | bed and brought his guitar to his lap. | fell _ the likes of which | had never before seen. 
each thigh, ever so softly brushing against | asleep lying next to him, feeling his | Dee is a well-proportioned five-foot-three, 
my cunt every few strokes. He spoke, tell- | warmth and the warmth of his music. _ with black hair and green eyes. Her 34C 
ing me how turned-on he was by watching |__| awoke the next morning as if awaken- _ tits are the eighth wonder of world. They're 
me respond. Again he asked that | beg | ing from a dream. But it had been no _ set high on her chest with no droop at all 
him to make love to me, to lethim put his | dream. | had broken my promise to my- | and have perfect nipples that love to be 
cock into me, where he knew | wanted it. self; | had not gotten him to beg me to | sucked and fondled. She’s got great legs 
He would make me feel even better. Oh, | make love with me, but | didn’t regret a and an ass as firm as a baby’s, with skin 
sweet temptation! It was all | could do to | thing. As he awoke, he rolled over on top | as soft. To top it off, she loves getting 
resist, but it was not yet time for me to give of me and asked me to beg him to make _ fucked and sucked. 
in. _ love. | did! _ There she stood, her tits straining to get 
It is here that | am not completely sure of | over the top of her new black lace bra, 
the turn of events. | do know that! was no. Vinny’s letter: | think that Penthouse Let- | garters holding up the black mesh stock- 
longer on my back but instead felt my ab- _ ters has always been the ultimate in telling _ ings and underneath, her crotchless see- 
domen against the softness of the sheets, __ it like it is as far as sex is concerned. My _ through panties. She came over to me, 
contrasting with the hardness of his cock — girlfriend, Dee, however, does not think | pushed me down on the bed and started 


sensitive. Every fiber of my body was quiv- 


against my buttocks. He slowly MOved: _ teasing my tool. | told her if she didn't stop 
over the entirety of my buttocks and told | She’s pinned him to the mattress! He's _ that she would be treated just as a hot- 
me how great it was to watch me lying be- | mouthlocked—down for the cunt! _ looking broad in an outfit like that should 
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be treated. She continued sucking my 


| refused. | went to the kitchen and returned 


cock until it was throbbing. As some pre- | 


come dripped out, she licked it off and 


_ cunt with the soft bristles drove her wilder. — 


said | should fuck her. | ignored this, and | 
she kept pleading with me to fuck her, say- | 
ing she felt very sensual in her new outfit, | 
but | told her she still wasn’t juicy enough. | 


Now here was this hot twat writhing 
around with her hands pinching her 
nipples, cunt dripping. If she did as 
she was told, | said, she would be 
rewarded. If not, she would have 
to be teased all night. All she 
kept saying was fuck me, fuck 
me. | told her she’d get fucked 
in due time. 

| put her on her stomach, 
her arms and legs ina 
spread-eagle position. | 
could see she was getting off 
as her cunt juices were flow- 
ing. ‘Fuck me,”’ she said. | 
said that if she didn't stop 
begging to be fucked, | would 
have to take her wet, come- 
soaked panties right off. She 
moaned at that. 

| now took off my clothes. My 
cock was straining to be relieved, but 
| would wait until she had earned her 


stiff reward. | stuck two fingers up Dee's | 


cunt, and they became soaked with her 
juice. | held them up to her mouth to find 


out if she liked the taste, and she said it. 


was yummy. Again, she pleaded with me 
to fuck her. | said no. 

| got down between her legs and ran my 
tongue up and down her throbbing pussy, 
her clitoris like a small erect penis. | took 
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with a small basting brush. Teasing her 


She wanted a drink, so | gave her her own 


juices from her cunt to lick off my fingers. 
Then | took the vibrating dildo and turned it 
on but just held it in my hand. 

She asked me to please put it in her as 


_ she wanted to come. “We'll see,”’ | said. 


the electric vibrator and put it next to her | 
_ her garter and, holding it at either end, 
_ rubbed her pussy with it, as if buffing it. | 
_ unsnapped the black lace corset to free 
_ her magnificent tits and saw that her large 
_ nipples were very erect. | sucked and nib- 


pussy. She grabbed it and began to get off 
on it. When it looked as she were suc- 
ceeding, | took it away. ‘“‘Please fuck me, 
let me suck your cock or stick something 
up my twat,’’ she pleaded. ‘Your pussy 
isn’t wet enough,”’ | replied, as | observed 


_ bled her tits hard. | took those magnificent _ 
and panting, groaning and moaning, we 


her glistening juices. ‘‘But if you give my | 
_ sucked her unbelievably erect nipples un- 
_ tilshe screamed for me to lick them. | com- 


cock a good sucking, I'll reward you.”’ 

| positioned myself in front of her, and 
she begged to just suck it, but | ran it all 
over her face before she got it deep in her 
throat. | was about to come when | pulled 


_ plied with her request, all the while pulling | 
us, however. Just as we were both build- 


Slowly | undid one of her stockings from 


breasts into my mouth one at a time and 


_ and rubbing the stocking that was be- 
- tween her cunt and her ass. 


out and told her she was the best cock- | 


sucker in the world, and that the new outfit 
had made her so. 

‘If | sucked it so well, please give it to 
me now,’ she replied. ‘‘No way,’’ | teased 
her, ‘‘you’re not wet enough. | think we 
better numb your clit to slow you down.” | 
put toothpaste on her clit and then blew on 
it. The hot and cold sensations drove her 
wild. 


She was hotter than ever, so | gave her | 
_ my cock to suck again, but just for a mo- | 
/ ment. | now took her favorite twelve-inch — 
_ dildo and asked her to open her mouth. | - 
| let her lick the head of the dildo and then | 
- took just the moistened head and put it in | 


_her pussy. She was going crazy as | 
_ teased her with just the head. Then | be- 


| flipped her over and got on my hands | 
In. 
der her stomach. | shoved my cock up her | 


and knees behind her, putting a pillow un- 


pussy, but only briefly, pulling outte tase *)-> 
_ Despite what your mama said, it’s okay to 
_ eat in bed as long as it don’t crumple. 


her with just the head. By now her plead- 
ing to be fucked was incessant, but still | 
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_ gan to drive the dildo up her juicy pussy. | 
_ moved it in and out and let it fall out once in 


awhile so | could watch her shove it back 


' while she fucked herself with the dildo. 
_ She begged for cock, but | said, “No, I'll 


play with myself while you see what you 
can do with a rubber dick.”’ After a little of 


this, | took some of the honey and 
_ smeared it on the lips of her cunt and 


around the dildo she was humping. | be- 


gan to lick the honey off her cunt lips and 


helped her move the dildo in and out all 
the while. | then pulled it out and 
plunged my tongue up her pussy, 
eating her out. She was in ecsta- 
sy, and she came, her cunt 
pushing on my mouth. | put 
some Vaseline on the vibrator 
and began to shove it all the 
way up her box. Then | put it 
on her clit, and she came 
again. 

Moving my cock up to her 
lips, | said, ‘‘Now suck this.”’ 
She took it in her luscious 
lips, running her tongue up 

and down the whole shaft and 
around my balls, then shoved it 


sucked until | exploded, pulling 

out to let the streams of hot come 
spurt all over her face and chest, just 
as she erupted in what she later told 


| me was the most intense orgasm of her 
_ life. We made tender love the rest of the 
night. 


_ Bill’s letter: My wife and | would like to tell 
_ you of this freaky incident. It happened in 
_ Georgia in the spring—Friday the thir- 
_ teenth, of all days! 


This particular day we’d had foul weath- 


er. We had been drinking wine, and we 
_ decided that since it was such a piss-poor 
_ night, we’d enjoy sex for the rest of the 
_ evening. We stripped and | performed oral 
sex on my wife, and she returned the fa- 
_ vor. We were in our bedroom with the door 


shut and lights off. After a lot of foreplay 


_ finally got into balling—and balling our 
asses off we did! 


Little did we Know what was in store for 


_ ing to a terrific climax, a tornado hit our 


house. It ripped the roof and the walls off 
every room—except the bedroom. 

After the noise and the wind had 
passed, we climbed out of bed and 
opened our bedroom door to find all the 
neighbors standing outside, thinking we 
had been trapped in the rubble. Parts of the 
walls were still standing, but the roof and the 
rest of the house were completely gone. 
Later, whenever anybody asked where we 


had hidden to enable us to survive, we 
: - could only say, in all honesty, “in bed.” 

| then told her | was going to jerk off | 
_ looks rough out, me and my wife head for 
_ bed. | can’t think of a better way to go than 
_ when you’re between your wife's thighs. 


We_rebuilt the house, and whenever it 
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deeply into her throat. She © 


HOTTALK 
PO. Box 11268 
Des Moines, lowa 50347 


0 Yes! Send me 1 year (12 issues) of HOTTALK 
for just $39! Save $15 off the cover price! 


Name — 
Address 
City ——___————————————————————————. 


State Zip 


OCheck encl. OMoney order encl. 
O Visa O MasterCard-Intok. #_____ 
Acct. # 


Credit card-holders call toll free: 


1-800-341-7378 


In lowa call: 1-800-233-4692. 


Please print clearly. Rates for U.S., A.PO. and F.P.O. ad- 
dresses only. Outside U.S. $49 for 1 year. No Canadian 
orders. All payments must be in U.S. funds. Allow six fo 
eight weeks for delivery. HPLT 


Do You Love Me? Do You 
Love Me? Then Blow Me! 
About a week ago, | 
Stopped by my girlfriend's 
house early and discovered 
her college-age stepdaugh- 
ter and her boyfriend on the 
couch. Since | entered 
through the carport, they 
didn’t hear me, and | stood 
in the dining room, watching 
as Jenny sucked her boy- 
friend's cock. She was 
wearing only her blouse. 
The rest of her clothes had. 
been strewn on the floor. 
Watching her suck his cock 
made my own quite hard, 
and | walked out and en- 
tered the house through the 
front door. 

Seeing me, the boyfriend 
beat a hasty withdrawal to 
the front door. Jenny, while 
shocked that | had seen 
her, was not exactly what 
you could have called con- 
trite. She looked at me as if 
expecting some sort of 
questioning and then began 
to pick up her clothes. Sud- 
denly she turned to me and 
asked if she could suck my 
cock. Who was | to com- 
plain? | zipped down my fly 
and sat on the same couch 
where the action had taken 
place. Obviously not a be- 
ginner, Jenny got down on 
her knees and began suck- 
ing my cock. Knowing that 
her mother would soon be 
home from school, where 
she teaches, | motioned for 


Jenny to pick up her clothes 
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and head upstairs. 


Pulling off my pants, | de- 
cided to make her do the 
work. | settled myself on the 
bed and motioned for her to 
mount me. She took off her 
blouse and did just that. Be- 
ing underneath left me free 
to grab those tits that were 
bobbing up and down as 
she rubbed her clit back 
and forth against my cock. 
Noticing from the quickened 
rhythm of her rubbing that 
she must be getting close to 
coming, | rolled both nipples 
between my fingers and 
shot my wad. Jenny came 
shortly afterward. Satisfied 
that there would be no more 
after-school episodes on the 
couch, | went to take a 
shower before my girlfriend 
came home. Jenny quickly 
made the bed and took out 
her school books. When my 
girlfriend came home, she 
was none the wiser, but 
Jenny's afternoons have 
been a lot more interesting 
lately. And so have mine.— 
W.F., Baton Rouge, La. 


She Uses Snowblower 

to Remove Six 

Inches of Precipitation 
Serendipity. That one word 
conjures up images of many 
things: stolen kisses, naked 
glances, forbidden fruit, writ- 
ing new dances to the song 
of love with dripping cunts 
and pulsing cocks as ac- 
companying instruments. 
The most exciting incident 


for me happened several 
years ago with my fiance. 
Both of us have been 
reading sexy magazines 
and books for years now, 
but Penthouse Letters is by 
far our favorite magazine. | 
have a clear, peaches-and- 
cream complexion and long, 
silky blonde hair. | have 
what are called bedroom 
blue eyes because they are 
various shades of blue for 
various moods: blue-green 
is the color of horniness; the 
deeper the green, the horni- 
er! am. lama rather curvy 
five-feet-six-inches with 
moderately sized tits and a 
firm ass. My counterpart in 
this story is the dark, swar- 
thy type. He is very furry (| 
don’t call him Bear for noth- 
ing!) and his dark skin con- 
trasts perfectly with my light 
complexion. His soft, brown, 
bottomless eyes make me 
swoon every time | look into 
them. He is about six feet 
tall with a cock to match his 
size. Our sexual interests 
are SO compatible, we 
sometimes feel like a per- 
petual fucking machine! 
~ When we were together in 
college, Bear and | decided 
to cut our classes one day 
and go play in the snow. 
We decided we would fol- 
low some railroad tracks 
that came close to the 
school. We looked back at 
our dorm from the railroad 
trestle: from that point of 
view, you could see the run- 
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You can't beat 
the excitement of 
an unplanned 
encounter... a 
soontaneous 
session Can 

be simply superb 
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All in the Family 

When Nilde Tampieri’s 
brother Mario came to 
live with her, her com- 
mon-law husband, Giu- 
liano Strafurini, and their 
two daughters in Parma, 
Italy, Strafurini was not 
pleased. The romance 
had begun to sour be- 
tween Nilde and him. 
“She went out with other 
men, neglected the chil- 
dren, never cleaned the 
house or cooked a 
meal,’ Strafurini com- 
plained to the National 
Examiner. And brother 
Mario was an obvious 
homosexual whose ‘‘ef- 
feminate ways,”’ Strafur- 
ini said, “‘irritated me.”’ 
But, with Nilde off having 
affairs around town and 
Mario being so well-man- 
nered and helpful around 
the house ... well, Stra- 
furini fell in love with his 


brother-in-common-law. 
Unlike his sister, Mario 
wanted Strafurini to make 
an honest woman out of 
him. ‘‘| wanted to be able 
to look people in the eye 
and say, ‘This is my hus- 
band.” But first ney 
had to make a woman 
out of him, honest or oth- 
erwise. A successful sex- 
change operation, then 
marriage, turned Mario 


into Maria Strafurini, con- 


tented wife. bed 
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down old building miracu- 
lously transformed into a 
ship plying the snow-sea. | 
For some reason, looking at 
the building gave us the gig- 
gles and we got into a 
snowball fight. | got snow 
down my snowsuit and he 
unzipped my snowsuit to 
help get it out. As he did so, 


he noticed that | didn't have | 


anything on underneath, 
which gave him a rather ob- 
vious bulge. | cupped his 
bulge and kneaded him a 
bit and told him he would 
have to be a good boy if he 
wanted to fuck me. |,zipped 
up my snowsuit and we 
continued on. | was looking 
for a nice secluded place 
where we could screw with- 
out worrying about the wind 
creating a snowdrift on top 
of us. | finally found what 
looked to be a good place. 

But it wasn't nearly as 
good as it looked, so | gave 
his crotch a light squeeze to 
make sure the blood was 
still flowing and we kept 
looking. We did finally find a 
good place and | unzipped 
my snowsuit and let him 
suckle. The combination of 
his cold lips and my hot 
body made me want him in- 
side me. | unzipped his 
snowsuit from his crotch to 
his navel and we went at it. 
We were too cold to contin- 
ue for long and the quickie 
only served to whet our ap- 
petites. We went back to the 
dorms. 

| went to my room and 
told him to go to his and re- 
move his snowsuit, clean 
himself up quickly, but that 
otherwise, he was not to 


touch himself. Off he went, . 


and | got myself showered 
and dressed. First | put on a 
silk and lace bodysuit. Next 
came a silky teddy and tap 
pants to match. And finally, 
a velvet robe to walk down 
the halls in. When | got to 
his room, | snuck up to the 
door and suddenly opened 


it. There he was, with a rag- 


ing hard-on, stroking it for 
all he was worth. | went 
over and stopped him be- 
fore he could come. Since 
he was being such a bad 
boy; | told him he deserved 
to be teased, and that he 
wasn't to move a muscle— 
or no pussy tonight. | took 
off my robe and ran the fab- 
ric over his body, studiously 
ignoring his cock. He start- 
ed moaning so | decided to 
cool him down a bit. | took 
a cold soda out of the fridge 
and rolled it up and down 
his back and ass and 
around his stomach. His 
erection wilted real fast. | 
wiped off the water that re- 
mained on his body. and 
started giving him an all- 
over body massage, again 
ignoring his cock, balls and 
nipples. Every once ina 
while, | would bend down, 
let my silk teddy glance 
over his back, and suck on 
his earlobes. This drives 
him wild and in no time at 
all, his erection was back, 


bigger than before! | started 


rubbing him all over with the 
velvet again and then, re- 
moving my tap pants, | 
rubbed them all over his 
body and quickly around his 
cock and balls, which made 
his cock pulse and strain to 
feel something more sub- 
stantial. Bear started moan- 
ing, begging for it. | stuck 
my fingers in my cunt and 
released my fragrance into 
the room while his moans 
became louder, begging me 
to touch him, to fuck him, to 
suck his cock, to let him eat 
me, anything as long as | 
would touch him! His words 
tempted me, but then | re- 
membered that he had been 
a bad boy and masturbated, 
not waiting for me to catch 
his come when he spurted. | 
stuck my fingers in his 
mouth and had him suck on 
them, tasting my juices 
while | sucked on his ears 


and then on his fingers, pre- 
tending his fingers were 
cocks. | ran my tongue 
around them, blew on them, 
nibbled their tips then gob- 
bled them in in one instroke, 
sucking voraciously. The 
combination of having me 
suckle his fingers while he 
suckled mine was enough 
to drive me to the brink of 
orgasm and beyond and | 
descended its depths while 
sucking all of his fingers. | 
started kissing his body 
from his ears down to his 
neck, up to his sensuous 
lips, down to his nipples 
and kept going down to his 
belly button. | started fuck- 
ing his belly button with my 
tongue in rhythm to the 
pulsing of his cock. My 
hand reached down and 
lightly cupped his balls. His 
cock strained to reach my 
hand but | wouldn't let it. | 
put one finger on his balls 
and jiggled them with the 
same rhythm. He groaned 
and | sensed that, again, he 
was about to come. | 
stopped touching him again 
and only allowed him to feel 
the silk of the tap pants slid- 
ing over his body. | then 
straddled his legs and put 
his cock underneath the silk 
teddy and pushed my 
breasts together. As he be- 
gan to pump, | pushed my 
fingers inside my cunt again 
in time to his thrusts. He 
pumped and pumped, 
straining with his legs to get 
deeper, then he asked me 
to mount him just before he 
came. 

| told him that he wasn't 
finished yet and put my wet 
slit over his face. He started 
licking me just the way | like 
it: long strokes from bottom 
to top so that he just barely 
flicks my clit, occasionally 
sticking his tongue inside 
me to clean up all the 
juices, then putting his lips 
around my clit and sucking. 
When he got me so that | 
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was just about ready to ex- 
plode, he popped my clit in 
his mouth and sucked hard. 
This made me even hotter 
and | started licking his 
cock back into life. | 
climbed off him and mount- 
ed his gorgeous cock. Even 
as wet as | was, it took 
some work before his cock 
was snugly inside me. | 
slowly started pumping his 
cock. | sat so that | was al- 
most sitting straight up and 
thrust my hips onto his 
cock, then bent down to- 
wards his feet on the out- 
stroke, then crushed his 
bone right into my cunt. It 
didn’t take long before we 
were both out of our minds 
in sexual frenzy, bucking 
and moaning and moving in 
a blur until we both started 
coming in what seemed to 
be never-ending orgasms. 

We both fell asleep after 
that, and when | woke up in 
the morning, we were still 
intertwined. | sure do love 
my Bear—and his cock isn't 
bad either!—M.R., Ann Ar- 
bor, Mich. 


Barfly Meets Girl 

and Harvey-Wall-Bangs 
Her Brains Out 

Being a normal college 
male, every weekend night 
here at school | go out on 
my traditional beaver hunts. 
Well, because | hadn't got- 
ten laid in over a month, 
and the last girl | did fuck 
was a ‘coyote date’ (so 
ugly that, when you wake 
up in the morning with your 
arm under her, you want to 
gnaw your arm off to get 
away), | was really hoping 
me and Mr. Johnson would 
score that night. After going 
to three different bars, | 
ended up in the most popu- 
lar student bar and began to 
drink. After about seven 
beers and getting blown off 
by a number of girls (not all 
of whom were bathing 
beauties), it got pretty late, 
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and | just said ‘‘Fuck itl” 
and went home, hoping to- 
morrow night would be 
more fruitful. 

Well, as | was about to 
pass the last bar on the col- 
lege strip, a beautiful bru- 
nette walked past me. To 
my surprise, she said “‘Hi!”’ 
and that she'd seen me ear- 
lier that night in the bar. | 
told her that if I'd Known she 
was:in there I'd never have 
left. Well, we went back into 
the bar and got ourselves a 
couple of beers. As the bar 
closed, we walked together 
to the local twenty-four hour 
convenience store and 
bought a six-pack. 

Everything was fine and 
we were hitting it off real 
well when_Toni told me that 
she lived nearby and we 
could drink there (| later 
found out that her roommate 
had gone home for the 
weekend). Well, after getting 
back to her apartment, she 
put on a tape (Springsteen, 
my favorite) and we sat 
down on the couch and be- 


- gan to drink. After two 


beers each, neither of us 
were feeling any pain. Just 
as | yawned, Toni placed 
her hand on my crotch... 
and just left it there. We 
looked into each other's 
eyes and embraced ina 
long passionate kiss. After 
sucking face for about five 
minutes, we decided to go 
into the bathroom and get 
some toothpaste for our 
breath. After this, she took 
me by the hand and led me 
into her bedroom. We sat 
down on the edge of her 
bed and really started to get 
into it. As | kissed and gent- 
ly nibbled at her lips, ears, 
tongue, neck and shoulder, 
she started to take my pants 
off, releasing my one-eyed 
dragon from its denim pris- 
on. As my cock began to 
rise to the occasion, | start- 
ed to unbutton her blouse. 
After removing this | noticed 


just how perfect her tits 
were, for she wasn't wear- 
ing a bra. Her lovely breasts 
sat high on her chest, were 
quite firm and had the most 
sensual small, dark brown 
nipples I'd ever seen in per- 
son. As | slowly kissed my 
way down her neck to her 
tits, my cock began to slow- 
ly grow. While sucking on 
each hard nipple and occa- 
sionally nibbling and pulling 
at one with my teeth, | was 
rubbing her pussy through 
her jeans with my free hand. 
After about five minutes of 
this, Toni said to me, 
‘‘Please, let’s do it now!” 
Well, who am | to deny such 
a request? As | removed 
her skin-tight jeans, | saw 
just how wet her pink pant- 
ies really were! After taking 
the rest of my clothes off, | 
dove head-first into her hon- 
ey-dripping snatch. I've nev- 
er minded the taste before, 
but it never really turned me 
on. Well, that is, until this 
time! She tasted sooo good 
it was incredible! As she 
spread her long, silky legs 
further apart, | sucked and 
licked her dripping box and 
small but hard clit. With oc- 
casional sucks and nibbles, 
she’d let out a low moan of 
pleasure. 

After about twenty min- 
utes of this, | was more than 
ready to put my straining 
pipe to good use. Rolling 
her on her stomach, | slowly 
entered her hot, tight love- 
hole like a man on fire. With 
her every moan and the 
slapping of my now purple 
balls on her bare ass, | 
drove and pumped harder 
and harder, picking up the 
tempo, only to slow down 
occasionally to let myself 
last longer and prolong her 
pleasure. 

By now Toni was urging 
me on, softly whispering, 
‘Harder, harder!’’ and tell- 
ing me how good | felt in- 
side her while she gasped 
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Safe-Sex News 
Newsweek reports on the 
latest safe-sex fashion: 
condom earrings. The 
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line of earwear, put out 
by a Texas firm called 
Wear and Share, fea- 
tures colorful condoms 
packaged in clear plastic 
and mounted on card- 
board squares. The de- 
signers see the new 
fashion not only as func- 
tional but also as sexy 
conversation starters. 

In a related article, 
Cosmopolitan reports 
that three enterprising 
students at the University 
of California at Davis 
have responded to the 
overwhelming demand 
for condoms by starting 
Protek Contraceptive De- 
livery Services. An ur- 
gent call for condoms 
has sometimes brought 
the Protek founders very 
close to their work in- 
deed, as when Steve 
Weiss was making a de- 
livery and walked in on 
two young men and 
three comely women— 
‘all stark naked.’ 

Cosmo also reports 
that the best-selling drink 
at Pig Latin, a hot club in 
Westhampton, Long Is- 
land, is called ‘Safe Sex 
on the Beach,” a drink 
garnished with a 
condom. bx - 
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Love Potion 
Weekly World News 
reported recently that 
eighty-four-year-old 
Tengku Muda, of 
Tumpat, Malaysia, got 
married last April to 
Nura, a beautiful, raven- 
haired nineteen-year-old. 
She, like the seventy- 
nine others who had 
preceded her to Muda’s 
marriage bed, was 
powerless to resist the 
man’s charm—which 
consists chiefly of exotic 
roots, plants and his own 
sweat, mixed together to 
form his ‘‘miracle love 
potion.” 

Don’t laugh. The 


potion apparently works. 
Muda is not just old, he’s 
toothless, blind in one 
eye, severely crippled by 
arthritis and, well, frankly, 
ugly. Still, beautiful 
young women find him 
irresistibly attractive—at 
least, until the potion 
wears Off, by which time, 
Muda says, he’s ready 
for a new wife anyway. 
(Most of his marriages 
have ended in divorce.) 
“Once they taste my 
potion they no longer see 
me as | am,’’ says Muda. 
‘They see me as the 
man of their dreams, the 
embodiment of 
everything they ever 
wanted in a mate.’ Dx 
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SERENDIPITY 


for breath. As | blew my 
power load of hot come into 
her receptive cunt, she be- 
gan to scream loudly and 
then buried her face into the 
pillow. 

Well, that was four days 
ago, and since then we've 
fucked at least twice a day, 
and each time like it would 
be the last time we'd ever 
have sex again.—kK.E., Ak- 
ron, Ohio 


Honey, Will You Please 
Fuck a Strange 

Iranian Man for Me? 

For years | fantasized. about 
another man with my wife. | 
would read to her the sto- 
ries these guys wrote and 
always assured her that she 
could screw any guy who 
turned her on so long as 
she told me all about it, or 
allowed me to watch. 

It was beginning to look 
like it would never happen. 
Then | had a two-day meet- 
ing out of town at a motel. 
My wife wanted to go along. 
She said she could use the 
pool while | was in my 
meetings. She'd get a tan 
and we could have a mini- 
holiday. 

The first afternoon when 
came out of the last meet- 
ing, | went up to our room 
to change into my swim- 
ming trunks. | looked down 
to see where Sue was. She 
was all relaxed on a lounge 
and a dark-complexioned, 
lranian-looking fellow was 
seated on it talking with her. 
He had black hair on his 
chest; it went down a 
straight line into the white 
bikini shorts he had on. He 
had very hairy legs, which 
seemed to interest my wife 
as her left hand was on his 
thigh and occasionally she 
would lightly stroke him 
there. She is fair-skinned 
with very light brown or 
(dirty blonde) hair. She is 
really built, with not too 
small and not too large 


breasts. | could just imagine 
those two exceptionally fine 
bodies joined in sexual 
pleasure. 

They both stood up, evi- 
dently to leave. He had no 
way of hiding the bulge in 
his briefs. He didn’t try. He 
stood there and my wife 
kissed him, then left. 

| waited in the room. She 
came in extremely excited. 
She said his name was Alli 
and he really had the hots 
for her. He tried to get her 
to come to his room for a 
drink. She told him maybe 
later tonight. She said she 
really wanted to get fucked 
by him. | said, ““Great!”’ | 
looked around the room. 
There was no place for me 
to hide out of sight and 
watch them except behind 
the curtains. The closet had 
no door, and the dressing 
area opened into the bath- 
room, which was bound to 
be used. We agreed that af- 
ter dinner, we'd stop by the 
bar, and if he came in, | 
would immediately go up- 
stairs to our room to wait 
and watch! 

| pleaded that Sue not 
wear anything under her 
sundress. 

Things went as planned at 
first. Ali saw Sue in the bar, 
came in, and | immediately 
moved to another seat and 
listened as they talked. He 
asked if she'd like that drink 
in his room now. She coyly 
replied, ‘‘Maybe.’’ He asked 
where her husband was. 
She told him | had a meet- 
ing. He put his arm around 
her and started feeling her 
up. He could tell she was 
nude under her dress. 


| There in the bar he asked 


her to kiss him. He had 
done the same outside by 
the pool just before they'd 
parted. He’d stood there 
and said, ‘‘Kiss me.’’ She’d 
told me at dinner he was so 
handsome and sure of him- 
self it thrilled her when he 


asked her to kiss him. 

In the bar that night she 
melted and responded im- 
mediately to his charm. He 
held her head, French- 
kissed her deeply, then took 
her by the wrist and led her 
out of the bar. She told him 
to come to her room. But he 
persuaded her to go up to 
his room instead. | wanted 
to watch, but what could | 
do? Frustrated, | just re- 
turned to our room. 

He had the curtains 
drawn shut, my wife told me 
later. Sue turned off the 
bedroom lights but they left 
on the bathroom and dress- 
ing room lights. As he got 
ready to make them a drink, 
my wife asked if he'd get 
some ice down by the stair- 
way where there was an ice 
machine. As soon as he left 
she phoned our room and 
told me what had hap- 
pened. She said she'd open 
the draperies a little so | 
could come by and see 
them making love. | said, 
“Okay.” 

She opened the draperies 
about eight inches in the 
middle where they met. All 
came back and of course 
never noticed. He made 
their drinks and started kiss- 
ing and fondling my wife. | 
was waiting a while till they 
were really into it so there'd 
be less chance of him notic- 
ing me peeking in. 

Meantime Ali had been 
kissing Sue and fondling 
her. He’d pulled her tits out 
and while sucking them, 
had gotten his hand under 
her sundress and found her 
wet pussy exposed and 
waiting for his touch. As his 
finger entered her, he said 
he thought she was a really 
hot woman. He sat down, 
took a sip of his drink and 
started removing his shoes 
and socks. 

He looked at her, devour- 
ing every inch and simply 
said, ‘‘Please undress.” 
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She was happy to oblige 
him and slowly removed her 
dress and was instantly 
nude before this strange, 
handsome man. He finished 
undressing down to his 
shorts. He told her to lie on 
the edge of the bed. He 
kissed her all over and 
wound up kneeling on the 
floor between her legs ea- 
gerly eating her pussy. 

She said she'd never 
been so sexually excited 
before and was moaning 
and groaning uncontrollably. 
He stood up and asked her 
to get on her knees. She 
got down, and his crotch 
was directly in front of her 
face. He asked her to take 
his undershorts off, and she 
reached up to grab them. 
He said, ‘No, with your 
teeth!’’ She groaned and 
did it, then began licking her 
way up his hairy legs to his 
balls. She then started suck- 
ing his balls before she 
dared touch his fat, dark 
cock. She knew, she said, 
she was in for a great fuck 
because his cock was really 
a thick one that would 
stretch her cunt lips so 
she'd feel every bit of it 
when he fucked her. 

Meanwhile, I'd been 
peeking through the cur- 
tains. | could tell they were 
both enjoying it tremendous- 
ly. | was so hard | ached 
just watching my wife ser- 
vice this stud. 

| heard a door opening 
further down the balcony. 
All the rooms opened out 
onto the balcony, overlook- 
ing the pool. The balcony 
served as the hallway to all 
the rooms. | figured |’d best 
walk on down the stairs until 
the balcony was clear 
again. When | got down- 
stairs, | saw the guy who'd 
just emerged had walked by 
the window and evidently 
couldn't believe his eyes, 
because he went back to 
get a better look at my wife 
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on her knees sucking this 
guy’s fat, dark cock. | 
walked round and came up 
the stairs noisily so the 
Peeping Tom would move 
on. He did, and when | got 


back to look in, my wife was | 


on her hands and knees on 
the bed. Ali was standing 
behind her fucking her dog- 
fashion with deep, slow, 
penetrating and enjoyable 
strokes. He pulled out and | 
saw his rock-hard cock glis- 
tening wet with my wife's 
cunt juices. Again | was dis- 
turbed by someone coming. 
| did the same walk around 
and when | got back, Ali 
was pumping away furiously 
into my wife’s cunt. | could 
see his powerful thighs 
thrusting him into her and 
his ass contracting to push 
every bit of him all the way 
in. | could hear my wife's 
groans through the window 
as he pistoned in and out. 

My balls were aching and 
my cock was throbbing! | 
decided |’d best get back to 
Our room, undress and be 
ready to fuck my wife. 

| could see across the 
courtyard and pool from our 
room and | saw the guy 
who had been watching my 
wife and Ali earlier, when 
she was sucking his cock. 
Not only was he back, but 
he’d brought another guy 
with him. They stayed on 
quite a while enjoying the 
show. Shortly after they hur- 
ried away from the window, 
Sue emerged from Ali's 
room and found her way 
back to Our room. 

As soon as she entered 
the room, | stripped her and 
laid her on the bed. | | 
stroked her lovingly and had 
her tell me all about the 
thrills she’d just experi- 
enced with Ali. | got hotter 
and hotter listening to her 
describe the way Ali had 
satisfied her. | started eating 
her pussy. | gently licked 
and sucked the delicious 


elixir of their mingled come 
as it seeped out of her well- 
fucked cunt. It was the 
greatest fuck | ever had 
when | drove my rampant 
cock into her. 

| suggested that Sue give 
Ali our phone number, but 
he had already checked out 
and left early. We sure 
would like to get him back. 
—R.F., Washington, D.C. 


Serendipity is defined in 
Webster’s Dictionary as 
“the faculty of finding valu- 
able or agreeable things 
not sought for.” In other 
words, a pleasant surprise. 
The letters above tell of 
such experiences. Maybe 
you, too, have unexpectedly 
had a sexual good time. 
Why don’t you tell us about 
it! Perhaps the other partici- 
pant(s) of the event will rec- 
ognize it and even give you 
a call! Now, wouldn’t that 
be serendipitous? Give 
them an opportunity to see 
your letter by sending it to: 
Penthouse Letters, Dept. 
DM/BV, 1965 Broadway, 
N.Y., N.Y. 10023-5965. 
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Caught 
One of the incontrovert- 
ible laws of the universe 
says that you can live 
your entire life in perfect 
anonymity—until you do 
something wrong, and 
then everyone will be 
watching. 

An item in New York 
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Woman tells of a woman 
who spotted her young 
niece on the ‘‘Donahue”’ 
TV show. The excited 
aunt phoned family all 
over the metropolitan 
area. Only afterwards did 
she realize the topic was 
masturbation techniques. 

A similar story was re- 
layed to the New York 
Daily News by a reader 
named Melissa, who saw 
the headline ‘Brief kiss 
sends couple to hospi- 
tal.’’ She learned that a 
driver had crashed after 
averting his eyes from 
the road to kiss his girl- 
friend. The driver turned 
out to be Melissa's 
boyfriend. 

And says the Globe: 
‘Handwriting reveals if 
your mate is cheating.” 
Two telltale “‘scarlet’’ let- 
ters are the large-looped 
Y and G, which, accora- 
ing to experts, indicate 
‘‘a more than willing bed- 
mate,’’ and shaky 
strokes are known as the 
“guilt tremble.”’ Ged 
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IT’S FUN!IT’S = Americans never miss an opportunity to 


incorporate new technology into their sex 
KINKY! IT’S NOW! play. Automobiles and telephones are ob- 


LET’S GET HOT vious examples. The more imaginative 
among us have gotten off with the aid of 


AND DO Js such diverse devices as, say, photocopi- 

ers and headphones. But the latest sex toy 

VIDEO SEX! isn’t a new kind of vibrator, computerized 

ben-wah balls or a special attachment for 

your vacuum cleaner—it’s the video 
camcorder. 

A Chicago artist masturbates while 
watching a videotape that he and his girl- 
friend made before her departure for 
school on the West Coast. A suburban 
couple use their video camera and large- 
screen television as an electronic mirror. 
A university student leaves his book-size 
camcorder running on a bookshelf when- 
ever his roommate asks to be left alone 
with a girlfriend. 

Becoming a video voyeur is easy and 
affordable. (Hey, Dr. Ruth, is it still voyeur- 
ism if you’re only watching yourselves?) 
Prices range from six hundred dollars for 
a basic unit to several thousand for one 
with all the bells and whistles. Or you can 

rent a good-quality unit from your dealer. 

A camcorder is a video camera 
mated with a recording deck. This 
eliminates the need to connect the 

two with a web of cables and allows 
for easy portability. Most, but not all, 
camcorders can also play back 
tapes through their viewfinders 
and on regular TV sets. If you don't 
already own a videocassette re- 
corder (VCR), then you will be well- 
advised to purchase a unit that plays 
tapes as well as records. 
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At the rear end of the camcorder is the 


recorder. Each ‘‘corder’’ can only make : 


use of one format of videotape. There are 
now four videotape formats and one ‘‘sub- 
format’ being sold for amateur use: Beta, 
VHS, VHS-C, Super-VHS and 8mm. 

Beta has excellent picture resolution 
and superb audio capability. Unfortunate- 
ly, however, it appears to have lost a vital 
place in the marketplace and Beta hara- 
ware is being phased out of production. If 
you also want to rent movies and other 
prerecorded videotapes, Beta does not 
seem a good choice. 

Lately improved, VHS offers very good 
quality. The largest variety of prerecorded 
videos is on VHS, moreover. If you want to 
trade tapes with friends, it is most likely 
that they will have VHS tapes. The VHS-C 
subformat is a compact version of VHS. 
Although a VHS-C camcorder cannot play 
back regular VHS tapes, VHS-C tape can 
be played on a regular VHS deck with an 
adapter. 

Several companies are now marketing 
S-VHS (Super VHS), a format that sur- 
passes some professional formats. S- 
VHS offers incredibly high resolution but is 
very expensive. The price will eventually 
come down and that is probably worth 
waiting for. Regular VHS tapes can be 
played on an S-VHS deck, but S-VHS 
tape requires this type of deck. 

The 8mm video system surpasses con- 
ventional VHS in picture quality but falls 
short of S-VHS. While 8mm prerecorded 
tapes are still rather difficult to find, the for- 


Let a camcorder be your bosom buddy— 
you'll be filming many budding bosoms. 


R oO Ss N E R 


39 


| 
j 
i 
| 
/ 
i 
{ 


mat offers lots of interesting features, in- 
cluding excellent picture quality and 
digital audio. Certainly a major selling 
point of 8mm is its amazingly small size. 

A college sophomore, Sean, recently 
bought an 8mm camcorder no bigger than 
a paperback book. ‘'| was getting stoned 
one night,.and was watching one of those 
cable shopping channels,’ he says, 
‘mostly to laugh at the ‘genuine zirconia 
diamonds’ and stuff like that, when they 
offered this incredible deal on a Sony 


8mm Handicam, complete with accesso- - 


ries. | had just enough room on my credit 
card to order it. 

‘‘My friends and | had a lot of fun with it. 
We made goofy movies, did Letterman 
takeoffs and stuff like that. After a few 
days, though, we forgot all about it. Then, 
a couple of months later, my roommate 
Kevin (who gets more ass than Sergio Va- 
lente) asked me to head out to the library 
or somewhere because he had a girl com- 
ing over. Before leaving, when | went over 
to the shelf above my desk to grab a novel 
| had to read, there it was, my Handicam, 
staring at me. | surreptitiously put the de- 
vice into its recording mode, wished Kevin 
good luck (like he really needed it!) and 
Split. 

‘“A few hours later | returned to an emp- 
ty room. The Handicam can record for two 
hours, so, after rewinding the tape, | be- 
gan to scan it, looking for action of the X- 
rated variety. As the tape fast-forwarded, | 
saw Kevin leave the room and return 
twice. Moving jerkily at high speed, he 
then let in this great-looking girl, a real fox 
who I'd seen around campus. At first they 
just talked, but she soon stood up and 
took off her top, at which | clicked the deck 
out of ‘‘scan’’ and into ‘‘play.’’ Kevin, 
moving now at normal speed, began to 
undress, too. | couldn't believe this! He 
was going to pork her and | was going to 
see it on TV! 
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Woman in distress! Is there a technician 
who can check her cable connection? 


“Sure enough, they stripped and lay 
down on Kevin's bed, kissing and fondling 
each other hotly. It was hard to see all the 
details, mostly because there wasnt 
much light. But | could see enough to get 
turned-on. 

“Then they fucked. She had her legs 
wrapped around his back and he just 
plunged in and out of her with long, hard 
strokes. | could see his ass pumping up 
and down as his cock slid in and out. Then 
they switched into the doggie-style posi- 
tion. | could see her tits swing every time 
Kevin thrust into her. They were facing to- 
ward the camera and | was afraid they 
would notice that it was recording them. 
But then | realized that, if they had, | 
wouldn't be watching the tape now. | really 
got off watching their faces as they 
fucked—and when they came, so did |. 
Kevin fucks a lot of girls these days, so | 
think I'll be buying a lot of videotape. ” 

lf you decide to buy only one VCR, you 
probably should choose VHS. However, if 
you already own a VCR and are consider- 
ing the addition of a camcorder, then you 
should look into the other formats, espe- 
cially 8mm. It is important to remember 
that you can copy (dub) from one format to 
another if you have video decks of differ- 
ent formats. 

The front end of the camcorder unit 
holds the camera. One of the most impor- 
tant differences among the various mod- 
els is the type of sensor used to convert 
light into a video image. There are two 
types of image sensors—tubes and CCD, 
also known as ‘‘chips.’’ The tube has 
been around longer and offers the higher- 
quality image. Unfortunately, tubes are 
more fragile. They are likely to be dam- 
aged if the camera is dropped. When ex- 
posed to too much light, moreover, tubes 


can be ‘‘burned,’’ causing a long-lasting 
spot on the picture. 

Chip cameras are nearly burn-proof. If 
you drop a chip-equipped camcorder, the 
least likely thing to break is the chip. Such 
camcorders also offer better performance 
in low light and are smaller than tube cam- 
eras. Nevertheless, some terrific tube 
camcorders can be found at discounts. 

Special features to be found on cam- 
corders can include: 

e Autoiris, which automatically sets the 
correct amount of light coming into the 
camera. (However, manual override is a 
desirable feature.) 

® Color reverse, which give a psychedelic 


_ effect (red becomes green, etc.). 


e High-speed shutter, which permits 
shooting in slow motion action that is nor- 
mally too fast for video to record. 

e Low-light capability, which is great when 
the brightness of light that video ordinarily 
requires is not available or would be an 
intrusion on the scene being recorded. Of 
course, the image quality suffers under 
less than optimum lighting conditions. 

e Autofocus, which automatically adjusts 
the lens’ focus as the distance between 
camera and subject changes. (This fea- 
ture is nearly indispensable for singlehan- 
dedly producing personal porno.) 

Bill G., the aforementioned Chicago art- 
ist who made a sex tape with his girlfriend 
before she went away to school, swears 
by this feature. ‘‘Autofocus lets you just 
aim the camera and turn it on before get- 
ting it on,’’ he says. ‘‘As a matter of fact, It 
ought to be called ‘autofuck-us. | 

‘lisa was a bit reluctant, but when | told 
her it would help me remain monoga- 
mous, she agreed. As a matter of fact, she 
became rather enthusiastic. 

‘She put on her best lingerie and re- 
clined on the bed. After | removed the 
frosted glass-cover from the ceiling light, 
the three one-hundred-watt bulbs gave us 
enough light. | aimed the camera, zoomed 
out to a wide shot that included most of the 
bed, hit the record button and jumped into 
the picture alongside Lisa. 

“We started kissing and running our 
hands over each other. | worked her bra 
off and slid my mouth down to her breasts. 
Lisa really has a great pair of tits—that's 
my professional opinion as an artist—and 
| enjoy sucking on them. | could tell she 
was beginning to get real excited. | slid 
down farther, kissing as | went. When | got 
down there | started nipping and mouthing 
her silk-covered mound. She was really 
writhing around. | reached up, grabbed 
the waistband of her panties and pulled 
them off. 

“At that point | jumped up, ignoring Li- 
sa’s protests, and went over to the cam- 
corder. | put it into rewind, and watched 
through the viewfinder until it got back to 
the point where |’d left the bed. | zoomed 
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into a tight shot of Lisa’s crotch, pushed 
the record button and rejoined her. 

‘| pulled her panties down and began 
running my tongue up and down her silit. 
She raised her legs and held them wide 
open. | sucked her clit while flicking my 
tongue over it. She thrust against my face 
with her hips as she experienced a strong 
orgasm. 

“Now it was my turn. | turned over on 
my back and she began to suck me, tak- 
ing only an inch or two into her mouth to 
start with but then engulfing more and 
more until she had about three-fourths of 
my erection behind her lips. | knew | was 
not going to last long. She bobbed her 
head up and down along my cock, occa- 
sionally running her tongue up and down 
the sides of it. Then she started sucking in 
earnest while twirling her tongue just un- 
der the head. That was all | could take. | 
squirted a huge load into her mouth—so 
much that some come overflowed and ran 
down her chin... 

‘Every couple of weeks now, when | 
miss her or |’m tempted by another wom- 
an, | stick our tape into the VCR and watch 
it while | whack off. When she comes 
home at the end of the semester, | hope 
we make another. — 

Other optional features on camcorders 
include stereo sound, the capability of be- 
ing incorporated into a tape-editing sys- 


tem and onboard character generation - 


that allows titles to be typed upon the tape. 

Lighting is crucial to a good-quality vid- 
eo image. The human eye, compared to 
video, can adjust to extremely low light 
levels and also cope with bright and dim 
levels of light simultaneously. A video 
camera isn't nearly as efficient; not only 
does it need much more light but the light 
must be evenly distributed. Depending on 
variable factors, the brightest parts of the 
scene should be no more than ten to fif- 
teen times brighter than the darkest. Oth- 
erwise you will lose detail. For this reason 
itis a good idea to select muted, neutral 
colors for clothing, bed sheets and back- 
ground. Very bright and very dark colors 
do not work well. If you have video/movie 
lights, try to position them so harsh shaa- 
ows don’t fall on your subject. If you lack 
special lights you can use incandescent 
bulbs without shades—or better yet, day- 
light. Unless you have a proper filter, fluo- 
rescent bulbs will give your picture a 
greenish cast. 

The audio portion of your tape is often 
as important as the picture. If all you want 
to hear are your moans and groans, you 
need do little or nothing; most camcorders 
have built-in microphones and self-adjust- 
ing sound levels. Playing some soft re- 
corded music in the background can add 
a romantic feel to the scene, but be sure 
that the speakers are as far from the cam- 
corder as possible. If the speakers are too 
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close to the mike, the music will drown out | They can be rented for about fifteen dol- 


the sounds of your “‘sexual symphony. 
When you record with video there will 
almost certainly be some scenes that you 
won't like for one reason or another. Or 
perhaps you will want to change their se- 
quence. This can be achieved by editing. 
Unlike film, videotape is not edited by 
physically excising undesired frames and 
gluing desired ones back together. Rath- 
er, it is done by copying desired se- 
quences from one tape to another—or by 
recording new sequences over undesired 
ones. There are three kinds of editing for 
video: in-camera, crash and electronic. 
In-camera, the easiest, is done using 
only the camcorder. It consists simply of 


rewinding the tape to the last desirable , 


portion recorded and then recording the 


next desired sequence. 

Crash editing requires two video decks 
with connecting cables and a blank tape. 
In the first deck, the tape to be edited is 
cued to a point just ahead of a desired se- 
quence, whereupon the deck is paused in 
the play mode. The second deck Is 
paused in the record mode at the point on 
the blank tape where a sequence is to be 
recorded. Both decks are taken out of 
pause at the same time. The scene select- 
ed on the play deck will be recorded on 
the tape in the record deck. For safety’s 
sake, it's wise to remove the safety tab 
from the cassette containing your raw 
(original-footage) tape and thus avoid re- 
cording over it by mistake. . 

Both of these editing methods may cre- 
ate some static and a second or two of 
garbled picture at the edit. To get top-qual- 
ity results you must use one of the elec- 
tronic editing systems. Although 
becoming more affordable, a complete 
system at present costs a minimum of 
three thousand dollars. But don’t despair: 


lars an hour. Try the yellow pages. 

A high-performance playback system is 
more important than anything else in maxi- 
mizing the enjoyment of your homemade 
blue movies. Many brands offer combina- 
tion television/monitors. With these units, 
a video signal goes directly from the video 
deck into the monitor without being turned 
(modulated) into a TV (RF) signal and de- 
modulated back into a video signal again. 
This results in a much clearer picture. 

As bigger is better with so many things, 
so itis with TV screens. Screens as big as 
six feet diagonally, with outstanding 
brightness and clarity, are available today. 
Cindy and her boyfriend Dan have found it 
fun to hook the output of their video cam- 
era directly into their giant-screen TV. 


Was it live, or was it prerecorded? Only 
her hot box knows for sure. 


‘You know, | once heard a guest on the 
Carson show say that the TV camera adds 
ten pounds to a person’s appearance. | 
don’t know if it’s really true, but | can tell 
you that the camera really makes Dan's 
prick look huge! 

‘We have our big TV down in the rec 


room and we only use it for our special 


purpose when my kids aren't home. When 
Dan and | fuck and suck in front of the big 
screen, | get real turned-on—just like 
when we rent a porn film. It’s all the better, 
though, because | can feel the sensations 
as well as see myself experience them on 
the screen. It’s strange because it's like 
I'm watching someone else.” 

A lot of new technology seems doomed 
to brief popularity before fading away. But 
home video will be around for a long, long 
time. What you record now will be watcha- 
ble decades hence. Today’s videos, In 
fact, will be tomorrow's memories. 
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When summer is 

a-comin’ in in France, lots 
of prurient Parisians 

are already a-comin’ in the 
Channel resort of 
Deauville—and the season. 
for seaside sex begins! 


When the short, hot summer finally arrives 
in France, most Parisians think of sun, 
sand and sea—and, naturally, a little sex. 
The closest place to find all these is Deau- 
ville, a bustling resort perched at the edge 
of the English Channel, just two hours 
away. 

Once upon a time Deauville was a 
sleepy fishing village, but all that is ancient 
history. Since the turn of the century it has 
been a Parisian playground, so much a 
part of the city that it is frequently called 
“the twenty-first arrondissement” (Paris 
having only twenty arrondissements, Or 
districts). Such well-known figures as 
Coco Chanel, Van Dongen, Lord Cham- 
berlain, the Rothschilds and a large con- 
tingent of maharajas and crowned heads 


have all graced its famous planches 
(boardwalk). 

The touch of class is still there; in fact, it 
is now a drawing card. Deauville prides it- 
self on being snobbish and even adver- 
tises its devotion to affluence and 
opulence. ‘‘There is more personal wealth 
in Deauville per square meter than any- 
where else in France,’’ the mayor has 
averred. 

Today the aristocratic little town is a 
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magnet for those in search of sun and fun, 
from Stephanie de Monaco to the horny 
backpacker looking for someone to share 
his sleeping bag. 

Viewed objectively as a tourist mecca, 
Deauville makes no sense at all. The 
weather is usually terrible. Wind, mist and 
icy showers are staples; in summer, when 
the sun does shine, the sea is still so cold 
that only a dedicated masochist can enjoy 
a dip. So, if you like having sex in the sea, 
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you'd better pass Deauville by. 

Yet, every year the masses arrive in 
ever-increasing numbers and space on 
the beach is ata premium. At the height of 
the season this town of five thousand sud- 
denly becomes a crowded metropolis of 
fifty thousand. 

The city’s clientele arrives in three dis- 
tinct groups—the superrich and superfa- 
mous who camp in the suites of the Royal 
and the Normandy hotels; the well-to-do 
who have their own apartments and com- 
mute from Paris; and, at the bottom of the 
totem pole, the tourists who have come 
just for a day at the beach. 

Anita, my Parisian beautician, a plump 
redhead forever on the make, spends her 


While hubby’s slaving away in Paris, 
naughty Parisian wives play with the gal- 
lant local boys of Deauville. 


summer Sundays on Deauville’s beach. 
There are so many Anitas that the railroad 
offers a cheap day trip from Paris for one 
hundred-sixty francs (about twenty-nine 
dollars). 

‘| get a little sand between my toes, » 
she told me, ‘‘and, if |’m lucky, have an 
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adventure or two. It’s usually easy. 

‘‘Last year | met an American who had a 
yacht in the marina. We sailed out into the 
Channel, tied the boat to a buoy—and 
then made love on the deck. Suddenly | 
heard this whistle and looked up. A car 
ferry was passing and a couple of hun- 
dred people were watching us. 


‘There are orgies in the marina almost, 


every night,’ Anita went on. ‘The problem 
is getting invited. You have to know the 
right people.’ 

Deauville’s allure largely stems from the 
aura of ritz and glitz that radiates from the 
French rich and famous. Yves Saint Lau- 
rent, for instance, has a luxurious Norman 
villa overlooking the sea; the Rothschilds 
and novelist Francoise Sagan own 
houses nearby. As a further gem in Deau- 
ville’s crown, the queen of French night- 
life, Regine, recently opened a nightclub 
at the casino. 

Like Saint-Tropez on the Riviera, Deau- 
ville is a place for /e tout Paris (Paris’ high 
society) to be seen and recognized as so- 
cialites whose bank balances read like 
telephone numbers. Polo, golf, horseback 
riding, yachting—all the athletic diver- 
sions considered to be swanky here in 
France—are common currency in Deau- 
ville. Status is the name of the real game 
and everyone fights for a share. 


A topless woman on the beach, for ex- 
ample, will wear diamond earrings and a 
gold chain around her sun-bronzed waist. 
With her will be a barking little ball of fur 
that has a chichi pedigree and has un- 
doubtedly cost a fortune. This year Pomer- 
anians seem to be most popular. 

Daniel, a successful TV executive who 
spends his vacations in Deauville, ex- 
plained, ‘‘l| may not look like Christopher 
Reeve, but | drive a Porsche and that 
makes me sexy. In Deauville | never sleep 
alone. For me, the beach is a giant casting 
couch. Sometimes | feel like Cecil B. de- 
Mille trying to find women for a production 
of One Thousand and One Nights. And, | 
can assure you, there’s no shortage of 
candidates!’ 

Contrary to the way things usually work 
in resort areas, in Deauville the fun starts 
after the weekend. Every Sunday night /e 
train des cocus (the ‘‘cuckolds’ train’’) 
heads for Paris, loaded with husbands 
who spend their weekdays at work in or- 
der to pay the summer’s bills. And during 
the week, while the husbands are away 
from Deauville, the wives will surely play. 

Once the Sunday night train to Paris has 
disappeared in the dusk, single men seem 
to emerge from nowhere. They are the life- 
guards, tennis teachers, windsurfing in- 
structors and hordes of confirmed 
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bachelors like Daniel who know a good 
thing when they see it. The Monday morn- 
ing beach scene is supercharged with 
sex, as if the sea air had suddenly become 
an aphrodisiac. 

| watched Christian, a lanky college stu- 
dent, give a windsurfing lesson in the shal- 
low surf. His pupil, a fortyish Bo Derek 
type whose nude boobs bounced provoc- 
atively, was no athlete. As she awkwardly 
tried to raise the mast of the Windsurfer, 
Christian apparently raised his own. He 
was so embarrassed that he stepped be- 
hind her, reached around and pretended 
to show her how to mount the sail. | could 
see she had quite a few things to teach 
him, too. 

Farther down the beach, as | walked 
past a row of cabanas, | heard some 
heavy breathing that certainly didn't be- 
long to anyone slipping into a bikini. 

One of the amazing things about the 
beach at Deauville is that none of the sum- 
mer set ever arrives with ivory-white win- 
ter skin. To do so would immediately 
brand you as declasse. The luscious tans 
of the filles who parade along the 
planches were almost all acquired earlier 
in Parisian tanning salons or at one or an- 
other of the fashionable resorts on the 
Mediterranean. 

Thus, no one really goes to the beach at 
Deauville for the sun. To exhibit oneself in 
all one’s bronzed glory is why it’s done. To 
do this best, one rents a parasol and sits 
not near the sea but as close as possible 
to the planches, where you can trade 
glances with passersby. The most advan- 
tageous spots are on the private beaches 
that belong to the three waterfront cafes. 

| had coffee with Christian at Ciro’s, re- 
puted to be the most prestigious hangout 
on the boardwalk, and together we 
watched the Deauville mating game. The 
waiter approached a woman at the next 
table. She was wearing a cut-off T-shirt 
that revealed much of her large bust and 
left her midriff bare. The waiter asked rath- 
er brazenly, ‘‘Where is your husband?” 

‘I’m alone,’ she replied, ‘‘and very 
bored.” 

‘‘He’ll make her,’’ Christian whispered 
to me, unable to hide his jealousy. “‘But 
she’s too young for me. | like them more 
mature.” 

For the next hour, as we sipped coffee 
and Calvados (the famous apple brandy 
of Normandy), we watched similar scenes 
and | realized that, for a man on the make, 
Deauville can be a pickup paradise. Some 
of Paris’ most luscious women are loung- 
ing, hot and idle, on the beach, just waiting 
for someone to offer to rub suntan oil on 
those places difficult to reach. 

As we spoke | noticed that Christian 
nodded at some of the women who 
passed. ‘‘They’re looking for men like 
me,’ he boasted. ‘‘I’m very discreet and | 
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never bother them when they’re with their 
husbands.” 

Despite Christian's tact, however, no 
one seems particularly worried about this 
ill-concealed adultery. What protects the 
illicit lovers is one of civilization’s oldest 
institutions—a conspiracy of wives to 
keep in petto each other's erotic secrets. 


Slurp’s up! In France as in Oahu, surfing 
the pipeline requires a good sturdy surf- 


_ board and the ability to ride big ones. 


Then, too, of course, many husbands just 
prefer to look the other way and so enjoy 
their own freedom. 

At the huge Biotherm Center, a spar- 
kling temple to beauty that promises eter- 
nal youth for two hundred dollars a day, | 
met Bernadette, the wife of an important 
clothier in Paris. She was altogether can- 
did about her escapades. 

‘Perhaps he knows that | play around,” 
she said. ‘‘Perhaps not. Anyway, we have 
an understanding. | never ask him what he 
does in Paris all week and he never asks 
me about my activities here.” 

On Friday evening the cuckolds’ train 
pulls into the station. A large crowd of sun- 
tanned wives waits on the platform, ready 
to resume a life of connubial bliss. In this 
case, though, connubial bliss generally 
means an endless round of weekend par- 
ties in which wife-swapping is common. 

During the day the men play gin rummy 
for high stakes in seafront cafes such as 
Le Bar de la Mer and Le Bar du Soleil. 
Money never changes hands and to all ap- 
pearances these are just innocent, friend- 
ly games. But everyone is keeping 
score—and not only of how much is being 
won and lost by whom in rummy. 

On a Saturday, at about two o'clock in 
the afternoon, | installed myself in Le Bar 
de la Mer and ordered lunch. Deauville’s 
café society swirled around me. Groups of 


men played gin in earnest, ignoring the 
numerous pleas for attention from their 
scantily clad wives and girlfriends. | could 
readily understand the women’s need for 
a weekday fling. 

Gambling is a big part of Deauville’s 
summer life and where and how you do it 
establishes your place in the social peck- 


ing order. While the cardplayers occupy 
the boardwalk cafes, throngs of other 
gamblers hit the casino. The atmosphere 
is urbane and sophisticated. A miniature 
of Monte Carlo, the casino is an impres- 
sive relic of the Belle Epoque, a kind of 
white cake that sits on the beachfront be- 
tween the two four-star hotels. Inside, all is 
powder pink, crystal and polished silver. 
The women seen there are elegant and 
bejeweled. It’s just the right setting in 
which to win—or lose—a million francs or 
even dollars. And according to Monsieur 
Gazagne, the manager, one can easily 
win or lose a million in less than fifteen 
minutes. But he won't tell tales. “In some 
ways,” he said, ‘‘l have the same job as a 
priest or lawyer. | see a lot, | hear alot, and 
| say little.” 

The favorite game is roulette, at which 
you stand a better chance of winning in 
Deauville than you do in Atlantic City or 
Las Vegas. In both the United States and 
France the house pays thirty-five to one for 
a bet placed on a single number, but here 
in France the roulette wheel has thirty-six 
numbers plus a zero, while in the States 
there are thirty-six numbers plus a zero 
and double zero: In other words, in the 
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U.S., the house has an extra number in its 
favor—a slight edge, perhaps, but enough 
to spell the difference, often, between bust 
and bonanza. 

Another difference between the French 
and the American systems is that here it’s 
the croupier’s responsibility to keep track 
of the bets, so if you're a compulsive gam- 
bler you can play on several roulette ta- 
bles at once. But there is a betting limit of 
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three thousand francs (about five hundred 
forty dollars) on any number. If those 
stakes are too small, you can move to a 
baccarat table where there is no limit. 

In August you gain another opportunity 
for disposing of your money. You can 
spend a day at the races—at tracks where 
you'll find some of the world’s fastest 
studs as well as some exquisite fillies, Eu- 
rope’s creme de la creme, many of whom 


are just as fast. 

Every September, when the racing sea- 
son is over, there is an American film festi- 
val at the Royal Hotel. Christian Meunier, 
the hotel manager, showed me an impres- 
sive list of Hollywood stars. ‘They've all 
slept here,’ he proudly told me. ‘Our de- 
luxe suites are dedicated to Tony Curtis 


and Elizabeth Taylor.’ 

Nowhere in France are Americans more 
welcome than in Deauville. The older gen- 
eration fondly remembers the D-day lana- 
ings in World War II only a few miles from 
Deauville, whose citizens still regard 
Americans as liberators. A surprising 
number of townsfolk speak English. Deau- 
ville’s mayor, Anne d Ornano, grew up on 
Long Island and has called herself “‘the 
only American mayor in France.”’ At Chez 
Miocque, one of the town’s better restau- 
rants, the owner, Jacques Aviegne, told 
me in flawless English, ‘‘l’m Franco-Amer- 
ican. When in New York, | want to be 
here—and when |’m here, | want to be in 
New York!’’ But his cuisine is one hundred 
percent French. Delicious! 

In winter the roulette wheels still spin— 
and a number of Parisians still arrive for 
weekends by the sea. But the strand re- 
turns to nature and becomes an expanse 
of naked, cold sand, pounded by the 
ocean. Many Americans have seen it with- 
out their realization. At the end of the 
memorable French film A Man and a 
Woman, when the couple are finally re- 
united, they dance across Deauville’s de- 
serted, windblown beach. 
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With high-class whores, 
class-ass show 

girls and world-class 
poker, Las Vegas 

lures a small- 

time sharper to a 

rude awakening 


Before we join our hero in his quest for 
fame, fortune and females in the green 
baize jungle of Las Vegas, let’s spend a 
moment talking about the second favorite 
pastime of the modern male—poker. This 
game, played for stakes ranging from 
matchsticks to millions, has been a part of 
American folklore since Wild Bill Hickok 
was shot in the back while holding aces 
and eights in a less than friendly game of 
draw poker 

Much of poker’s image is intertwined 


with the solitary professional gambler who 7 


moves from game to game, town to town 
and woman to woman. He’s the kind of 
quintessential American loner portrayed 
by Steve McQueen in The Cincinnati Kid 
and lived by real-life ‘‘road gamblers’ like 
Amarillo Slim. These men love poker so 
much that they’d rather hold a royal flush 
than a naked Kim Basinger. In the words 
of one poker fanatic, “Sex is good but 
poker lasts longer.” 

Even for those of us with our pleasures 
in perspective, poker can provide a rush 
of excitement topped only by the wide va- 
riety of erotic adventures detailed in this 
magazine. From the Friday-night game 
around the kitchen table to the finals of the 
four-million-dollar World Series of Poker, 
America’s card game provides a man with 
the most fun he can have while dressed. 


Now we join our hero as his flight from San 
Francisco slowly descends over the 
southern Nevada desert. Robert Webster 
looks down from the Boeing 737 at Las 
Vegas and sees nothing but lights. No 
buildings, no skyline, no trees—just the 
come-on-in-and-gamble-your-money- 
away neon of Las Vegas Boulevard—the 
““Strip’’-—and downtown's ‘Glitter 
Gulch.” 

Las Vegas, for Robert, represents the 
twin obsessions in his life: poker and pus- 
sy. Although this is his first trip to the gam- 
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The three C’s that’ve made Las Vegas 
famous: cards, casinos, cunt. 

bling mecca, he’s done his research and 
already knows that there are exactly three 
hundred fifty-one legal poker tables nes- 
tled in Las Vegas and that somewhere 
near those poker tables is a local show gir! 
who, on the average, is twenty-three years 
old, five-foot-ten and 37-23-37. He also 
knows that, if he doesn’t connect with one 
of those statuesque show girls, there are 
more than seven thousand prostitutes 
working the streets. From what Robert has 
heard, Vegas has world-class poker, 
class-ass show girls and high-class 
whores. 

When Robert was laid off from his con- 
struction job a year ago, he thought it was 
the end of the world. It turned out to be the 
beginning of his career as a professional 
poker player. Instead of hitting the legal 
card rooms of northern California just on 
Friday or Saturday night, he began play- 
ing every night against easy marks like 
Two-Dog Andy, Chicken Dick, Muffler Bill, 
Cigar Frank, Gene the Machine, Heart-At- 
tack Jim and Mary Pizza. 

Playing a tight, aggressive game, Rob- 
ert became a steady winner, bringing 
home an average of three thousand tax- 
free dollars a month. But the grind of play- 
ing eight to ten hours a day in smoky card 


rooms taught him the truth of the poker ax- 
iom: It’s a hard way to make an easy living. 

But even the worst poker game, in Rob- 
ert’s mind, is better than pounding nails 
under the noonday sun. He’s his own 
boss. He can sleep till noon. He doesn't 
have to take any shit from anyone. And the 
IRS doesn't list his money in its computer. 
Poker, while his job, still somehow re- 
mains a game to Robert. He’s never heard 
anyone say ‘‘Let’s work cards.” 

After clearing up his bills and blowing a 
few dollars on a long-legged barmaid 
from Petaluma, Robert has eight thousand 
in big bills divided between his new mon- 
ey belt and his wallet. Like many before 
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Hot slots, hot lights, hotter women—grab 
some Vegas action! 


him, Robertis a jiocal hero ready to test his 
poker skills in the city that professional 
players call ‘‘the burial ground of home- 


town champions.» 


Forty minutes after landing at McCarran, 
Robert has found a cheap motel room on 
the grimy fringes of the Strip and is al- 
ready looking for a game. He is, in play- 
ers’ parlance, ‘“‘horny for poker.” 


Armed with the current issue of Poker 


Piayer, a weekly newspaper featuring 
such arcane headlines as ‘‘Handicapping 
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What’s your pleasure, big boy—twenty- 
one or the juicy daily double? 


Omaha Starting Hands” and ‘‘Strategy for 
Piaying Three Eights,’’ Robert is like a vir- 
gin ina brothel. With so many possibilities, 
he can hardly decide where to start. Opt- 
ing for a conservative approach, he de- 
cides to try the low-limit (one- to three- 
dollar), seven-card stud game at the 
Holiday Inn. 

Walking through the busy casino, Rob- 
ert looks at the suckers feeding the slot 
machines. He feels nothing but contempt 
for these idiots. How can they expect to 
beat a machine that’s designed to take 
their money? He feels more compassion 
for the real gamblers taking their chances 
at craps, roulette and baccarat, but he 
wishes they'd bring their money to the 
poker table and throw it his way. Robert 
knows that the only people who consis- 
tently beat a casino game are mathemati- 
cians—card-counters—grinding out a few 
bucks playing blackjack until the casino 
ultimately bans them. 

The house edge in casino games, 
which ranges from one to sixteen percent 
of monies wagered, will always destroy a 
gambler in the long run. But Robert real- 
izes that poker is a less one-sided strug- 
gle. Although the casinos cut a small 
percentage from each pot, the real money 
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HOMETOWN 
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changes hands among the players. That's 
why poker professionals are the only 
gamblers who seem to survive in Vegas. 
And Robert has absolutely every intention 
of surviving. 

Robert remembers something he read 
about a professional poker player named 
Gary Giddings who tried to incorporate In 
order to shelter some of his poker win- 
nings. When a young IRS attorney, chal- 
lenging Giddings, suggested to a federal 
judge that poker is merely a game of luck, 
the judge asked, ‘“Young man, have you 
ever played poker?’ When the attorney 
replied that he hadn't, the judge said, 
“Well, | have. And |’m going to tell you 
something. If you and Mr. Giddings sat 
down at a poker table with ten thousand 
dollars apiece in cash, five minutes later 
you wouldn’t have a quarter left.” 

The judge may have been exaggerating 
but he hit upon a basic truth of poker—in 
the long run, the better players end up with 
all the money. Luck may rule for a few 
hours, a night or even for a couple of 
weeks. But just as the casino odds will in- 
exorably wear down even the luckiest 
slots player, so the big fish will eat the little 
fish in a series of poker games. 

Robert, a big fish from northern Califor- 
nia, is eager to swim in the shark-infested 
shoals of Las Vegas. After waiting fifteen 
minutes for a seat, Robert buys a hundred 
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dollars in chips and settles into the com- 
fortable excitement of seven-card stud. 
His opponents include three elderly men, 
two younger men who look like tourists 
from lowa, a fat gray-haired woman and a 
pretty blonde in the seat at his left. While 
counting and stacking his chips, Robert 
casts a glance at the charms revealed by 


the blonde’s gaping blouse. He likes what 
he sees but can’t let a nice pair of tits come 
between him and his first priority at the 
poker table, winning. 

In seven-card stud, each player is dealt 


two cards facedown at the start and one ~ 


faceup. According to Las Vegas rules, the 
lowest card showing is required to make 
the opening bet in order to promote more 
action. Three more cards are then dealt 

“up, with a round of betting after each, initi- 
ated by the player with the highest ex- 
posed hand. The seventh card is then 
dealt down and there’s a final round of 
betting. 

Robert studies the other players as 
carefully as he studies his own cards dur- 
ing his first few minutes at the table. He's 
disappointed to see that all of them are fol- 
lowing the basic tenets of seven-card. 
Play is tight, with little real action, and Rob- 
ert soon finds himself listening to the deal- 
er talking with one of the tourists. 

“Did you say you pay eight hundred 
dollars rent?’’ asks the dealer. 

‘Yeah, but that’s for a nice apartment in 
San Diego.” 

‘You oughta live here,’’ says the deal- 
er. ‘I’ve got a real nice two-bedroom 
apartment for two-fifty. Everything in Ve- 
gas is cheap. Gas is cheap. Food is 
cheap. The only things expensive here are 
insurance and gambling.” 

‘Gambling?’ asks the tourist, while the 
dealer fires off the third card to each of the 
players. 

‘‘Yeah,’’ says the dealer. ‘‘The first fif- 
teen years | lived in this town, | never 
cashed a check. | worked in a card room 
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where they made the dealers play. And | 
loved to play. And | lost my check every 
week before | could even cash it. I’ve only 
had money since | stopped playing.” 
The game continues while the dealer is 
talking. Robert, with a three of clubs show- 
ing, throws in the opening bet of one dol- 


lar. An elderly player, with the king of 


Follow this bright-yellow neon road and 
you'll meet wizards beyond your dreams. 
But they don’t give—they take. 


spades showing, calls. The blonde on 
Robert’s left, showing an ace of hearts, 
raises three dollars. Robert, holding a pair 
of nines in the hole, knows that the per- 
centage move is to fold. But he didn't fly 
five hundred miles just to fold in the face of 
the first lousy three-dollar bet. So he toss- 
es three one-dollar chips into the pot. The 
old man folds his hand, leaving Robert 
and the blonde to play it out. 

Robert feels a pleasant buzz of excite- 
ment as the dealer flips a jack of hearts to 
the blonde and a nine of clubs to him. 
Turning to look at his cards—and giving 
Robert a wonderful view of her cleav- 
age—Blondie hesitates for a second be- 
fore betting another three dollars. Robert 
knows that a hesitant bettor often holds 
strong cards, but he doesn’t wait to see 
her bet and raise it to the limit. He’s hold- 
ing three nines. 

A smile slowly comes over Blondie’s 
pretty face. ‘‘I’m just sitting here,’’ she 
says, ‘‘waiting for a seat in that hold “em 
game over there and now you've gone 
and raised my pot. Well, I’m just going to 
have to raise you back because | just 
might make a royal flush.” 

This is poker as Robert loves it. Good 
cards. Good banter. And the added bonus 
of great tits. Laughing, he says, “And I'll 
just have to raise you back because | don't 
think you will make a royal flush.” 

“And I'll re-raise because | think | will,” 
she says. 


“V’Il just have to call,’’ says Robert, 
aware that she may have three jacks or 
even three aces. He’ll have to improve his 
cards before he gets into another betting 
war. 

Blondie’s fifth card is the four of hearts, 
giving her three hearts showing, and Rob- 
ert gets the five of spades. She bets three 
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In Vegas, it ain’t so much the size of the 
wad in your pocket as waiting for the right 
opening to ease into. 


dollars and he merely calls. The sixth card 
is yet another heart for her. Robert re- 
ceives the three of diamonds, turning his 
hand into a full house. With only a pair 
showing, Robert bets three dollars into 
Blondie’s four hearts. When she raises, he 
raises back. This time she’s the one who 
stops raising. 

After receiving a king of clubs for his fi- 
nal card, Robert again bets the limit. She 
raises again and, after thinking for a few 
seconds, he decides to call. She has to 
figure that he has a full house, so she must 
have a better hand to raise. Robert shows 
no surprise when she turns over two jacks 
and a four revealing a bigger full house 
than his. 

Robert, after counting his stack, real- 
izes that he’s lost about thirty dollars to 
Blondie. Not a lot of money but difficult to 
recoup in a game with a three-dollar limit 
and a group of tightfisted players. 

No sooner has Blondie stacked Rob- 
ert’s chips on her pile than she is called to 
fill an opening in the hold ’em game, tak- 
ing her tits and her winnings across the 
room. Hold ‘em is a wild and woolly game 
in which each player receives two cards 
down and five cards are dealt faceup for 
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everybody to play in common, each com- 
bining them with his or her hole cards. Big 
money is generally riding on the outcome. 

In a minor funk now, Robert blows an- 
other hundred bucks chasing straights 
and flushes in an effort to get even. After 
pissing these dollars away, he leaves the 
game without regret. The limit, he tells 
himself, was too small to keep him inter- 
ested. He'll do better in a bigger game 
where he has to pay closer attention to his 
money. 

Half an hour later, with the morning still 
young, Robert wanders through the glitzy 
casino of Caesar’s Palace in search of a 
bigger game than the Holiday Inn has to 
offer. After passing an oversize copy of 
Michelangelo’s David, Robert finds a 
packed room where the annual Super 
Bowl of Poker tournament is in progress. 

As he stands at the rail separating the 
players from the gawkers, Robert realizes 
that only one table is still devoted to the 
tournament. Three players—two nervous 
men with small stacks and a confident 
woman with a mountain of chips—are 
fighting for the seventy-eight-thousand 


dollar first prize in the ‘‘Limit Texas Hold. 
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‘Em” competition. Not bad for a night’s 
work, thinks Robert. But he knows that 
about a hundred and fifty people coughed 
up the twelve-hundred-fifty-dollar entry 
fee, all but about a dozen of whom finished 
out of the money. 

Robert’s attention is drawn away from 
the tournament game when he spots his 


Cardsharks, boneshakers, shills, stacked 
show girls and one-armed bandits: Vegas 
ain’t a town for wimps. 


all-time poker hero, Doyle Brunson, a two- 
time winner of the World Series of Poker 
and the author of a poker bible, How | 
Made More than a Million Dollars Playing 
Poker. Brunson, a fat, bald, middle-aged 
man, isn't exactly sitting at the table na- 
ked. He has about a cubic foot of hundred- 
dollar chips and another five or six inches 
of hundred-dollar bills piled before him. 
Robert figures that Brunson probably has 
three hundred thousand dollars in view. 
Looking at the chips in front of the other 
seven players, Robert estimates that 
there’s easily a million bucks on the table. 

With only an eight-thousand-dollar play- 
ing stake, Robert suddenly feels like a 
small fish. But he knows that he has the 
possibility of turning that stake into some 
real money, because, unlike Brunson, 
who once lost one hundred eighty thou- 
Sand dollars on a single hole of golf, Rob- 
ert doesn't have a weakness for gambling. 
He won't waste his poker winnings on 
chancy bets like the horses, football or 
baccarat. Poker, to Robert, is the only sure 
bet. 

As Robert tries to see what’s happening 
at Brunson’s table, a sharply dressed man 
of about forty catches his eye and asks, 
“Waiting for a game?”’ 

“| haven't put my name in yet,’’ says 
Robert. ‘‘What limits are they playing?”’ 

“Everything from no-limit down to twen- 
ty-forty.”’ 

That might be a little rich for me, ’’ says 


Robert. ‘‘I just arrived in town and | need to 
get a feel for things before | jump into any 
real big action.” 

“Are you planning to stay in Vegas?”’ 

“Yeah,’’ says Robert. ‘‘l’ve been mak- 
ing my living playing cards in California for 
the last year or so and | think I’m ready to 
Step up in class.’ 


“What limits have you been playing?”’ 

‘‘Ten-and-twenty draw.” 

“Do you mind if | give you a little free 
advice?”’ 

“No.” 

‘Go back to California. Trying to make a 
living playing poker in this town is like be- 
ing a hemophiliac in a knife fight. One little 
scratch and you'll bleed to death.”’ 

‘What do you mean?” asks Robert. 

‘One leak in your game or one bad hab- 
it and you’ll go bust for sure. | came out 
here from New York three years ago. I’ve 
never worked so hard just trying to stay 
even. Lately, things have really started 
running bad. I’ve been losing money | 
didn't know | could borrow. I’m at the point 
where I’m ready to start dealing just to get 
back to even. And that’s only half the 
Story.” 

‘What's the other half?”’ 

“This town is a shit hole. Everyone in 
this place has a lousy attitude. Even the 
winners have a lousy attitude because 
they think they should have won more. 
And the losers whine. And most of the 
dealers are unhappy losers. Everybody 
who works here hates the tourists. And the 
women are whores. And if they’re not, 
they're tired of everyone treating them like 
whores. | met this nice woman in the bank 
and took her out to dinner. Over dessert 
she goes, ‘I’ve got something that | should 
tell you. I’m a prostitute.’ And | go, ‘But | 
thought you worked in the bank.’ And she 
goes, Yeah, | do that. But | make two hun- 
dred a week in the bank and | make two 
hundred a night on the side.’ And | go, 
‘Where's that leave me?’ And she goes, ‘| 
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really can't afford to go out with you, but 
you're a nice guy and, if you'd like to 
spend the night with me, I'll give it to you 
for half price this time.’ | mean, I’ve been 
here for three years and |'ve never had a 
piece of ass | didn’t pay for.” 

“It sounds pretty grim,’’ says Robert, 
who has already decided that pussy can 
wait until he scores his first big poker win. 

‘Take my advice and get back on the 
bus to California while you still have 
enough money to buy a ticket.”’ 

‘Ym not ready to do that yet, but give 
me a jittle advice about where | can find a 
good, medium-stakes game.” 

“You play high-low?” 

‘That's one of my favorites,’’ says Rob- 
ert eagerly. 

“You know how to play ‘Omaha’?”’ 

“Yeah.” 

“Try the Union Plaza downtown. That's 
a good action game. And Omaha con- 
fuses the shit out of anyone who hasn't 
played it.”’ 


Three days later, after bleeding away al- 
most three hundred dollars in a series of 
tight seven-card-stud games on the Strip, 
Robert decides to try the high-low Omaha 
hold ’em game at the Union Plaza Hotel. 

The casino, less opulent than the glitter 
domes on the Strip, sits hard by the rail- 
road tracks at the end of Fremont Street. 
Robert is detained briefly by a police cor- 
don around a movie being shot in the 
street. He listens with amusement as a 
tourist asks one of the cops where to find 
the best strip show in town. 

“You could go out to the Palomino,” 
says the cop, ‘‘but that’s pretty expen- 
sive-—something like ten bucks to get in 
and a two-drink minimum. There’s another 
place on South Industrial that has topless 
and doesn't charge admission. But if 
you're the kind of guy who likes to study 
gynecology without a license, go to the 
Palomino. You'll be able to see that con- 
tinuing source of male interest up close 
and personal.” | 

Inside the casino, Robert finds all the 
seats at the two Omaha games filled and 
decides to wait instead of taking an avail- 
able seven-card-stud seat. He feels like 
he’s already pissed away enough money 
playing that overrated game. 

While waiting, he takes a seat by the 
railing of the card room. Sitting nearby is a 
pudgy kid who hardly looks old enough to 
be in high schooi. 

“Are you waiting for a game?” 
Robert. 

“Yes and no,”’ says the kid. “I'm a 


asks 


prop.” 

vA prop?” | | 

“A proposition player. | work here. 
When a game is short of haras, | sitdown. 


When it fiis up, | have to get up.” 
“So you're a shill,” says Robert 
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“No,” says the kid. ‘A shill uses the 
house’s money. | get paid to play poker 
but | have to use my own money. If! win, | 
keep the money. If | lose, tough shit.”’ 

“Doesn't sound like a bad job,”’ says 
Robert. 

‘A lot of people say that—until they 
work a week and it costs them eight hun- 
dred of their own bucks to get paid two 
hundred. A lot of people try it but very few 
can Cut it.” 

“How long have you been doing it?” 

‘‘About a year,’’ says the kid, ‘ever 


since | just about went broke trying to 


make it playing. But with two hundred 
bucks coming in each week, | can afford 
to play for eight hours and only win pocket 
change. Before, | had to press to try to win. 
Now | don’t have to push as hard and 
mainly | just try to avoid losing.” 

“Do you mind if | ask how old you are?”’ 

“I’m twenty-five. | just look young. Ev- 
eryone calls me kid. My name’s Alvin.” 

‘‘l’m Robert. Tell me, Alvin, what do 
your parents think about your job?” 

“They're religious fanatics who think 
that playing cards just for fun is a sin, so 
they've already written me off. | went 
through a lot of bullshit from them before | 
moved to Vegas. 

‘Did you move out here to play poker?” 

‘didn't really know what | was going to 
do when | got here, but | knew | wanted to 
be in Vegas. | discovered after | got here 


‘ that poker is the only possible way to 


make a living gambling.’ 

“Why did you want to move out here in 
the first place?” 

“| worked in a paint store and, after a 
day at work, | would sort of wonder how I'd 
done. Had | sold enough paint? Had | 
stocked the shelves fast enough? But now 
when | come home, | know exactly how 
l've done. | either win or lose. It’s a lot like 
being a pro athlete. Like a golfer. You're 
out there and you can easily keep score. ” 

“You seem like a pretty bright guy,” 
says Robert. ‘‘Is this what you want to do 
with the rest of your life?” 

“Not really. It gets tiresome after a 
while, grinding away in a low-iimit game. 
But when I’m old, | think I'll look back on it 
as this wild thing | did when | was a kid: Not 
everybody works as a professional poker 
player. And |’m saving my money. | want 
to pile up a hundred grand by the time I'm 
thirty.”’ 

‘‘Good luck,’’ says Robert as his name 
is called for the Omaha game. 

Robert considers himself a master of 
high-low Omaha, a complicated cousin of 
Texas hold ’em, because he’s played at 
least five hundred hands in games around 
Sonoma County. But it only takes him one 
hand to discover he’s the guy who fell off 
the turnip truck. He raises with a full house 
into a higher full house and gets his ass 
kicked. He notices a couple of players try- 


ing to hide that secret smile that means 
they expect to cut him up in future pots. 
Playing smarter but with poor luck, Rob- 
ert sees a hundred and fifty dollars disap- 
pear in less than an hour at the Omaha 
table. He feels the sickening dread that ev- 
ery poker player experiences while losing. 


Winners know they’re smart and losers . 


hope they’re not stupid. But Robert only 
feels stupider and stupider as the cards 
and his opponents run all over him. When 
he holds good cards, he can't get any ac- 
tion. When he holds second-best cards, 
he gets whipsawed by the high and low 
hands in brutal fashion. The night turns 
into a nightmare of defeat as hundred-dol- 
lar bills are converted into chips that then 


‘disappear into a vortex of despair. This is 


not at all what Robert had in mind when he 
decided to tackle the big boys in Vegas. 

By morning, Robert is a physical and 
emotional wreck. He’s lost eight hundred 
dollars, a personal record for red ink in a 
poker game. He gets up from the table 
and walks dejectedly into the bright sun- 
light outdoors on Fremont Street. Fat, ugly 
people in cheap polyester clothes seem to 
crowd him off the sidewalk. After avoiding 
these victims of the American Nightmare, 
he walks past shops filled with hideous 
clothes and cheap souvenirs. Pawnshops 
and bail bondsmen cater to those who 
have lost too much in the casinos. Down- 
town Vegas, like the Strip, exists for gam- 
bling and no other reason. 

Robert is more than five miles from his 
motel, but he decides to make the dis- 
tance on foot. He figures he deserves the 
punishment. 

Along the way, as he walks by the seedy 
wedding chapels where some of the fifty 
thousand Vegas marriages are performed 
each year, he remembers something he 
read about the town. A poker pro once 
said, ‘‘| approve of the location. The desert 
cuts Vegas off from the real world. You 
have to make an effort to come here, you 
have to have money to lose. If the casinos 
were in a metropolitan area, people who 
can’t afford to lose—-construction work- 
ers, taxicab drivers, housewives, mail 
clerks--would gamble because the op- 
portunity was there. In Vegas, the suckers 
are suckers by choice. Without them, 
there wouldn't be a gambling economy.” 

As much as he loves poker, Robert 
fears being a sucker. And maybe, just 
maybe, a hometown champion from else- 
where is just another sucker in Vegas. 
And maybe if he stayed long enough, he 
could become tough and cynical enough 
to cut it with the big boys. Or he could ad- 
mit defeat and return to California for easy 
pickings against the likes of Two-Dog 
Andy and Mary Pizza. 

By the time he reaches his motel, Rob- 
ert has decided that, when it comes to 
playing poker, there’s no place like home. 
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ome things just get finer with 
age. They exhibit an enduring grace and 
sprightliness that continues to excite. 
Classics, these things are called. Pent- 
house Letters is proud to present the 
fourth installment of classic letters from 
the fledgling days of our magazine, a 
heady collection of hellzapoppin’ erotica. 
These are the letters that have defined 
PL—a definition constantly being thrust 
further into the pink of perfection by you, 
Our readers. 

Of course, you may have eyeballed a 
letter so sublime that it makes these let- 
ters pale in comparison. Write and tell us 
in which issue you saw it and why it gets 
you percolating. It could even be one in 
this issue! We promise to consider your 
choice when we consider future classics. 


SELEC TED BY TOM PARKER. 
A MOST TYPICAL READER 


THE VERY BEST LETTERS EVER 
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iN oldier Finds Bottomless 
Joy in Egyptian Cathouse Chair 
There is one sexual experience | wish to 
share with my fellow Penthouse Letters 
readers. It was World War Il and | was on 
liberty near Alexandria, Egypt. | believe | 
must have been through all the brothels 
they had in that city. There was one house 
in particular that had some very attractive 
females. After being with three or four girls 
there many times, one of them asked me if 
| would like to try something very different. 
She took me to another section of the 
house and led me through a dark room. At 
her request, a door was opened. This 
room was brightly lit and quite colorful. Six 
other girls of all shades and colors rushed 
to greet and undress me. After they had 
taken my clothes off, they laid me down on 
some pillows and started kissing me all 
over my body. | was tremendously hard, 
and ready for their special surprise. As | 
was lying down, | noticed a basket-type 
chair tied to the ceiling. The girl who had 
taken me into the room started maneuver- 
ing a cloth rope on a pulley and brought 
the chair down. As it got close to me, | saw 
that it had no bottom. She asked me which 
girl | would like to have first, and | pointed 
to the one | liked the most. As she sat in 
this chair, all except one of the other girls 
started manipulating the rope. | was lying 
on my back on top of a bunch of cushions 
while one girl helped me keep my cock 


bone-hard with her lips and tongue. Then ~ 


they lowered the girl down in the chair. It 
was designed so that her nice round ass 
and juicy box were protruding quite far. 
The girl next to me guided my joystick so 
that it was just barely in that magic box. 
Then the others moved the pulley up and 
down ever so slightly, continuing to tease 
me. After a few seconds they let her all the 
way down until my cock was deep inside 
her. 

Finally one of the girls spun the girl in the 
basket chair around with almost all of my 
cock inside her hot cunt. When | came | 
thought | had squirted my ass, balls and 


oy 


everything right through the end of my pe- 
ter. They kept this up until | had come three 
times. It was so wonderful that as | am writ- 
ing this | can almost relive it again —K.S., 
Talpa, Mexico 


pV ymnasts Vary 

Routine: He Spots Her, She 

Rubs Him, Both Score 

| am a junior at a state university in New 
York. Having spent the summer at school 
taking only one course (organic chemis- 
try), | found myself with a lot of spare time 
that | productively put to use in the 
school’s gymnastics room. | usually feel 
more confident when | practice alone, so | 
find it convenient to practice in the gym af- 
ter hours. | usually start my workout on the 
horse with a routine called a ‘‘helicopter.”’ 
Then | work on the balance beam. 

Anyway, as | entered the gym on this 
particular night, | was a bit surprised to 
see a rather shapely girl working out on 
the uneven parallel bars. | have always 
been turned on by athletic women, so | de- 
cided to ask if she would like me to spot 
her during her routine. She accepted, and 
| just tried to stay calm. After all, this was 
perhaps the most beautiful, agile blonde 
that] have ever seen. She was wearing a 
tight black Danskin that didn’t leave much 
to my imagination. 

When she got into her routine, | was 
treated to a view of her blonde pubes, 
which poked out from around the crotch of 
her outfit. | also caught several glimpses of 
the most perfect pair of tits | have ever 
seen. When she dismounted, she landed 
off-stride and | caught her. Our bodies 
were pressed together for a few seconds, 
until she regained her equilibrium. Need- 
less to say, a bulge started to evolve In my 
tight gym shorts. 

She apparently hadn’t noticed my 
aroused state and asked me if | was going 
to work out. When | said that | planned to 
work on the horse, she asked if she could 


return the favor and spot for me. | started 
my routine with a move called an “‘inver- 
sal,’ where | hold onto the horns and 
maintain my body upside down in a rigid 
position. When | achieved the position, it 
was shaky and | felt this lovely goddess’s 
hands steadying me. At least, that’s what | 
thought she was doing—until she started 
to caress my leg, steadily working her way 
down to my groin. Gymnastics takes a lot 
of concentration and believe me, | had just 
lost mine. Before | even got off the horse, 
my mouth was filled by her probing 
tongue. | decided not to pass up this once- 
in-a-lifetime opportunity for sex inthe gym. 

| promptly started to caress her body 


_and her beautiful breasts. It was an incred- 


iple turn-on to find erect nipples that pro- 
truded at least three-quarters of an inch. 
Breathing heavily with excitement, she 
reached for my swollen rod. At this point, | 
directed my groping toward her lower re- 
gions. | began to rub her pussy as | un- 
snapped the crotch snaps of her Danskin. 
Her pussy was already dripping with a 
combination of love secretions and sweat. 
She began to shake as | fingered her 
erect, slippery clit. With my other hand | 
released my shorts and pulled aside my 
jockstrap. As she started to moan, | 
arched her back across the horse and 
rammed my rod into her seething love- 
passage and rubbed her firm tits. 

At first she had trouble taking in the 
large circumsized head, but it was nirvana 
as her damp, hotlips parted to allow me to 
enter. Finally, she had me in up to my pel- 
vis. | started to pump slowly, pulling out all 
the way and teasing her clit with my dick. 
Then | plunged it back into her and began 
fucking in earnest. After a few heavenly 
minutes, | sensed that | was about to 
come, so | pulled out in order to shoot my 
cream on her stomach. 

Before leaving, | considerately licked 
my come off her so it wouldn't soil her leo- 
tard. We have gotten together twice since 
then, once on the racquetball court and 
once again in the gymnastics room. | won- 


PENTHOUSE LETTERS 


der if this event will become compulsory in 
world competition —Name and address 
withheld 


ollege Gals Love 

Each Other’s Student Body 

| am a twenty-one-year-old coed who was 
introduced to the glories of female love by 
an older friend when | was eighteen. We 
still get together occasionally, but she is 
married now with two small children, so 
our relationship has cooled considerably 
over the past few years. 

When | first came to college | was very 
apprehensive about a lot of things: 
grades, friends, guys, but most of all, my 
lesbian love life. | was afraid that | wouldn't 
be able to find any willing partners for my- 
self. How wrong | was. 

| moved into a dorm during New Stu- 
dent Week. | was all moved in by the after- 
noon, however, my roommate had not 
shown up. Then there was a knock on the 
door and in walked the most beautiful 
blonde | had ever seen in my life. She said, 
‘Hil You must be Jan.” | said, ‘‘That’s 
right.’ She told me her name was Lynn, 
and | helped her move her things in. 

| couldn’t keep my eyes off her. She was 
gorgeous! She was wearing the shortest 
cutoffs | had ever seen, and they served to 
accent her perfectly formed legs, which 


she kept slightly separated during our | 


conversation. My eyes kept wandering to 
her crotch. She was also wearing a tiny 
pink halter, which barely contained the 
fullness of her breasts. Her nipples 
showed plainly through the material. We 
finally decided to go out for some dinner, 
but | couldn’t wait for nightfall so | could 
have her alone again. 

By the time we arrived back in our room, 
it was getting to be pretty late, and | was 
getting hot! | told her | was going to take a 
shower and get ready for bed. | hurried 
through it as quickly as | could and re- 
turned to the room in my robe. | found that 
Lynn had also undressed and was 
wrapped in a towel that barely reached 
below her pubic area. 

| must say that | consider myself a gooa- 
looking girl. | have a good figure with full 
breasts and shapely legs. | noticed that 
she seemed as interested in looking at me 
as | was in looking at her. | sat on my bed 
and started to apply baby powder to my 
shoulders. Suddenly Lynn came over and 
took the bottle out of my hand. She said, 
‘‘Here, let me do that for you. Why dont 
you slip your robe down?”’ | slipped the 
robe from my shoulders and lay on my 
stomach on the bed. She started to 
smooth the baby powder on my back. My 
heart was racing from the soft touch of her 
delicate fingers. Slowly she pulled the 
robe completely away to reveal my 
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smooth buttocks. She _ delicately 
squeezed them with her fingers. She ran 
her fingers down the insides of my legs 
and | thought a flood was going to pour 
from my pussy. 

‘Turn over,’’ she whispered, and | did. 
She gasped as she saw for the first time 
my beautiful breasts. First she massaged 
them. Then, in a flash, her mouth was all 
over them, kissing, sucking, licking, biting. 
She slid out of her towel and It was my turn 
to gasp. Her creamy breasts were tipped 
by two rosy nipples that stood out like little 
pebbles, just waiting to be sucked. | nearly 
lost my breath when | saw her silky blonde 
pubic hair. Her hands sank to my thighs 


and she gently separated them. She . 


plunged her middle finger into me, and | 
grabbed for her breasts with all the pas- 
sion in me. Finally, she lowered her head 
to my vaginal lips and her licking drove me 
into ecstasy. | Knew | wanted to do the 
same for her and | pulled her crotch to my 
face. We made passionate love through- 
out the night and we have been tight ever 
Since: = = 

| am gratified to see that your magazine 
appreciates the tender relationship that 
two women can have with each other. | 
have read your letters from other women 
saying that they were turned on by the 
thought of making it with another gor- 
geous girl, and | also think that most men 
enjoy viewing two beautiful women mak- 
ing it. So here’s a vote of confidence from 
someone who thinks you're the great- 
est.—Name and address withheld 
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roup Gets into the Swim 

and Dives into Each 

Other at Splashy Pool Party 

| read your magazine regularly and |, too, 
have had an experience that I'd like to tell 
the world about. 

It happened when my wife and | attend- 
ed a Christmas party at the home of the 
president of the company where | work. 
He had invited fifteen people from the 
company and a few key suppliers for a for- 
mal dinner. As my wife Sharon and | dis- 
covered, the president’s home Is very big. 
Among its luxuries are an enclosed swim- 
ming pool, a whirlpool, a sauna and a 
steamroom, a game room and bar, plus a 
gymnasium with a basketball court and an 
exercise room. 

After dinner, our host announced that 
the house would be open to us for any ac- 
tivities we desired. 

Sharon and | went out to the pool: There 
were people swimming already, and two 
couples were in the whirlpool. Swimsuits 
were available in the dressing rooms. | put 
on a pair of bikini briefs and waited for 
Sharon, who soon emerged in a white, 
halter-style maillot that was cut low be- 


tween her breasts and, in back, it barely 
covered her ass. Sitting in the whirlpool, 
we made small talk with the others. The 
men seemed to pay a lot of attention to us, 
and |! soon noticed why. Sharon’s suit was 
virtually transparent when wet—her tits 
and pussy were plainly visible. | couldn't 
blame them for gawking—Sharon Is twen- 
ty-six, five-foot-seven, one hundred and 
six pounds; her measurements are 34-22- 
34, with a C-cup bra. 

After we hurriedly left the pool, Sharon 
put a towel around her and sat on a chaise 
lounge. In a few minutes, her suit was dry 
and opaque again. | asked her if there 
were other suits available. ‘‘None that fit 
me,’’ she said. 

| went to get some drinks, and when | 
returned, | Saw a woman running topless 
around the edge of the pool. A few men 
and women were swimming nude. Sharon 
was standing in the water with some men. 
When she came out of the pool to get her 
drink, she didn’t bother to put on a towel— 
she just stood and drank, while everyone 


who was interested watched. | asked ° 


Sharon what | had missed while | was at 
the bar. She said that there were no more 
bathing suits, and some people were 
swimming in their underwear, and some 
were naked. Sharon also said that Ray, a 
man in the pool, had already given her a 
drink. She then swigged down the one 
that | had brought her. ‘‘I’m just starting to 
feel really good,’ she said. ‘‘Would you 
mind getting me another drink before we 
go swimming?” 

Just as | returned, Sharon and Ray 
walked out of a cabana. She said that 
she’d had to go to the washroom, and that 
Ray had guarded the door for her. All this 
time, the pool kept filling up with people, 
until there were more naked and half-na- 
ked people than ones wearing swimsuits. 

Sharon and | entered the pool together, 
but before long, we became separated. 
When | finally located her, she was stand- 
ing in the shallow water with Ray and two 
other men. | could see her tits and nipples 
through her suit from the other side of the 
pool, so | could easily imagine the marvel- 
ous view that those three guys had. Sua- 
denly, Ray kissed her and started 
squeezing and playing with her breasts. 
As | was about to swim over to Sharon, a 
naked woman tapped my shoulder and 
said that| was “‘it,’’ because | was wearing 
a bathing suit. She said | had to remove 
my suit and then tag someone else who 
had one on. She pulled my suit down to 
my thighs and watched me as | took it all 
the way off. | was swimming toward Shar- 
on when another lady, with a suit on, 
passed me. | told her the rules and tore off 
her suit. 

As | started swimming again, a woman 
grabbed my prick and said that her name 
was Jane and she wanted to fuck. At the 
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same time, Sharon was leaving the pool 
with the three men. Her suit was stretched 
out of shape, so that one tit was complete- 
ly exposed to the night air. 

As Jane wrapped her arms around my 
neck and her legs around my waist, | start- 
ed fucking her like wild. She was kissing 
my face, licking my ears and pulling my 
hair as | squeezed her tits and pumped my 
cock into her like crazy. 

While enjoying my aquatic fuck with 
Jane, | saw Sharon sitting on the chaise 
lounge. Ray and the other two men stood 
in front of her. She pulled down Ray's 
swimsuit. She grasped his cock and start- 
ed kissing it, at the same time rubbing his 
balls. Ray reached behind Sharon’s neck 
and undid her suit, releasing her other 
breast. Ray’s two male friends removed 
their suits and helped Sharon out of hers. 
She lay back on the chaise and Ray 
mounted her, inserting his stiff cock into 
her pussy. The other men grabbed ineir 
pricks and started working on them as Ray 
pumped away. 

Ray must have come quickly. Hardly 
two minutes had passed when | saw him 
getting off Sharon. One of the other fel- 
lows quickly took his place. Sharon start- 
ed alternately licking Ray’s limp cock and 
the third man’s hard one. Just then, | felt 
myself releasing into Jane, who kept ner 
legs around my waist for a few more min- 


utes before swimming away without so_ 


much as a good-bye. 

When | got to Sharon the three men 
were gone, but another guy was jacking 
off, ready to come on Sharon’s belly and 
breasts. She grabbed his cock, and he in- 
stantly came all over her. She smiled 
when she saw me and promptly took my 
cock into her mouth. | felt | was ready to 
pop, but | didn’t want only to be blown, so | 
pulled my pecker out of her mouth and 


slipped it into her sloppy pussy. | pumped. 


a few times before depositing my load. 

As we walked to the pool to dive in and 
wash off, | could see globs of come trick- 
ling slowly down Sharon’s legs. Once in 
the pool, we washed each other off and 
watched the other people. 

During the rest of the evening, we each 
had plenty of hot sex with other people. 
Sharon had seven men enter her pussy, 
including me and the company president. | 
fucked three other women besides Shar- 
on and Jane. When we left, our host 
thanked us for coming and invited us to a 
‘‘super’’ New Year’s Eve party, saying It 
would last at least a day. He said he want- 
ed to give Sharon something by which to 
remember the evening, and he presented 
her with the white swimsuit she had worn. 
He told her that she had really looked 
good in it—and out of it, too. If the New 
Year's party is as good as this one was, | 
might have another story to share with 
you.—Name and address withheld 
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irl Uses Dental Braces to 
improve Her Blowjobs __ 

Two weeks ago, | meta girl named Betty in 
a local bar. Although |’d never been at- 
tracted to girls who wear braces on their 
teeth, my experience with this one has al- 
tered my biased opinion. 

After several rounds of beers, Betty and 
| decided to return to my apartment to en- 
joy some soft music and to mellow out on 
pot. After two joints and a few beers, our 
conversation turned to the topic of sex. 
Since Betty has one of the best asses I’ve 
ever seen, the thought of getting under her 
skirt made my pecker stand on end. She 
must have noticed the rise in my jeans, for 


she moved next to me, planted a feverish , 


kiss on my lips and started caressing my 
balls tenderly. 

The next five minutes passed in a blur. 
Clothes went flying. When | saw Betty's 
lovely body completely unclad, | damn 
near came instantly. Her tits were firm as 
melons, but soft to the touch, and her ass 
was tight and compact, just the way | like 
an ass ta be. 

Betty took control of the situation. She 
told me to lie down on the floor and then 
started stroking my seven-inch hard-on. 
Just when | was about to cream, she ap- 
plied the squeeze technique and said she 
knew some better places in which | could 
shoot my juicy load. She.climbed adroitly 
on top of me, straddling my rod. Her cunt 
swallowed its entire length in one slow 
thrust. She bucked and balled for what 
seemed like hours. As | nibbled on her 
earlobes, | wet a finger and rubbed it 
around her clit until she was screaming 
with excitement. We both exploded into a 
climax that quaked my apartment floor. 

After a few seconds of ecstasy, Betty 
slid off and said, ‘‘The best place for that 
dick of yours is in my mouth.” 

It didn’t occur to me at first, but when 
she started licking the head, | remem- 
bered her braces. | looked at her and 
made an urgent request. ‘‘Be careful, 
please. It’s the only one | have.” 

She just smiled and said, ‘‘Pain is the 
last thing | want to give you.” 

What followed was the best blowjob I’ve 
ever received in my life. Betty's braces 
never even slowed her down. As she gob- 
bled all seven inches and slid the entire 
length in and out, | feltno contact at all with 
the metal. Through the entire act, she held 
the base of my organ with one hand while 
her other hand gently, but skillfully, 
rubbed my balls. 

Just as | was about to come deep in her 
throat, one of the rubber bands -on her 
braces snapped. The moment it hit my 
dick coincided with my climax and made 
for absolutely the best orgasm | had ever 
felt. 

Since that night, Betty and | have been 
balling regularly. She has learned to per- 


fect her technique. Now she can flip one of 
the lower bands anytime she likes. And 
take it from me, she knows when and 
when not to flip her rubber bands. When- 
ever | see her now, she soon has me beg- 
ging for one of her patented ‘‘flip jobs.” 
Unless you've tried this interesting twist to 
oral sex, you haven’t done it all.—T.F, 
New York, N.Y. 
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Virginity in Fortuitous Pickup 

| have spent a great deal of my time since 
high school working on cars, in hopes of 
one day becoming a certified mechanic. 
About a month ago | was working on my 
carburetor in the parking lot of my apart- 
ment complex, and | felt a gentle tap on my 
shoulder. | turned around to see Hilary, a 
gorgeous twenty-two-year-old brunette, 
whom | had often seen sunbathing her fan- 
tastic 34-22-36 body at the sundeck. She 
was still wearing her tiny string bikini, 


which barely covered her nether regions. © 


Smiling politely, she asked me if | would 
examine her Volvo. | asked her to repeat 
the question, having thought she said 
something else. She realized the ambigu- 
ity and winked. My crotch began to swell 
noticeably. 

We walked to her car. She said she 
didn’t know what the problem was, and 
that we would probably have to take it for a 
test drive. Seizing my opportunity, | 
jumped into the driver's seat as Hilary po- 
sitioned her firm derriere next to me. As 
we cruised the neighborhood, Hilary's 
hand found my crotch. She was very hot 
and began teasing my ear with her sensu- 
ous tongue. Fearing an accident, | parked 
the car on a side street, where we kissed 
passionately for about twenty minutes. Hi- 
lary suggested that we return to her apart- 
ment. | readily agreed, because my 
erection was becoming uncomfortable. 
On the return trip | noticed nothing wrong 
with her Volvo. 

When we entered her apartment, Hilary 
suggested that | wash my hands, since 
they were soiled from my carburetor. 
When | returned from the bathroom, | was 
shocked to find Hilary masturbating on the 
living-room floor, her bikini discarded in a 
far corner. Not wishing to wait any longer, | 
tore off my overalls and joined her on the 
floor. Gently removing her hand from her 
moist, musky snatch, | replaced it with my 
mouth. She came to a volcanic orgasm al- 
most instantly. 

Hilary begged me to fuck her. | thrust 
my rock-hard tool into her viselike box. We 
fucked with a vengeance for what seemed 
hours. She experienced dozens of or- 
gasms before |, with several final, power- 


‘ful thrusts, filled her well with buckets of 


fervid spume. 
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| pulled out of her, and we both lay 
there, tired but ready for more. It was then 
that | told her that, until now, | had been a 
virgin. She said that she never would have 
guessed from my performance. She then 
moved down and began giving me the 
greatest blowjob in the history of the 
world. My erection was soon back at full 
throttle. 

Satisfied that we were both ready to go 
again, Hilary climbed halfway up on the 
sofa, exposing her drenched pussy from 
behind. Taking my cue from her, | cau- 
tiously mounted her doggie-style. | eased 
my throbbing cock deep into her until my 
pelvis met her firm, tight, shapely ass. We 
fucked easily in this position as | mas- 
saged her clit with one hand, while mas- 
Saging her tits with the other. Hilary began 
to buck and shudder against my rhythmic 
thrusts, and then we both exploded to- 
gether in one great, cataclysmic orgasm. 

We spent the rest of the weekend, and 
every weekend since, experimenting with 
different positions. | am learning all | will 
ever need to know about fucking from a 
veteran. | never imagined that being an 
auto mechanic could be so profitable.— 
T.R.H., Washington, D.C. 


[ ne Woman’s Sexual Quirk: 
the Wetter, the Better! 

Ever since | discovered the sensation in 
college, I’ve liked to hold in my pee until 
my bladder is very full, and then to mastur- 
bate. The combination of the orgasm and 
the pressure feels wonderful. Until recent- 
ly, | enjoyed this activity only when alone. 
Now my boyfriend is in on it, too. 

He discovered my secret pleasure after 
taking me out to- dinner one night. | ate a 
Salad and drank several glasses of beer. 
We then went to a movie and he bought 
me a large Coke. On the way home, | was 
dying to pee, but | knew that we would 
have sex soon, and | wanted to try it with 
my bladder as full as possible. 
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An eternity seemed to pass before we 
were in bed. As he caressed my body, he 
paid very close attention to my obviously 
distended bladder, pressing and tickling 
me there. | moaned and begged him to 
hurry, but this just made him take his time. 
Finally, when all the throbbing and caress- 
ing was more than | could bear, | experi- 
enced the most unbelievable climax that 
I've ever had. 

Now we play games in which | hold my 
urine until he rewards me with a great cli- 
max.—M.B., Midlothian, Va. 


orny Homecoming 


| am nineteen years old and live in a sub- 
urb of Chicago. | attend a nearby junior 
college. During the summer, while | was 
out of school, | decided to visit my old 
hometown in southern Illinois. | had not 
been there since my family moved away, a 
little over four years ago. 

After | arrived, | set out for the middle of 
town and strolled down the street, remi- 
niscing. Along the way, | happened to run 
into Sue, an old grade-school classmate. 
She was very happy to see me and invited 
me over to her house that evening. | was 
glad to accept after seeing how Sue had 
developed from a plain-looking girl into a 
beautiful, sexy woman. When | arrived, 
she answered the door in a pair of tight 
shorts that accented the fine curves of her 
behind and a T-shirt that hugged her firm 
tits. She promptly told me that her parents 
had gone out for the evening. Things were 
beginning to look interesting. 

We sat on the couch and talked about 
some of the things we each had done over 
the past four years. The whole time we 
talked, | couldn’t keep from staring at her 
beautiful, scantily-clad body. | think Sue 
must have noticed, because she was 
soon sitting very close and her tits were 
brushing up against me. | took her into my 
arms and kissed her long and hard, with 
Our tongues eagerly exploring each oth- 


ers mouth. Then, to my surprise, Sue 
jumped up and pulled off her T-shirt, bra 
and shorts. The scene was complete after 
she wriggled out of her panties. 

| began to undress, but before | could 
finish, she pulled me down, pushed my 
head between her milky thighs and 
begged me to lick her cunt. She didn’t 
have to ask twice. | dove in and began to 
taste her sex juice. Then she suddenly 
pushed me onto my back and plopped her 
steamy bush on my face. After a few min- 
utes of my avid licking on her clitoris, she 
began to moan loudly and grind her 
snatch into my face. | could hardly 
breathe, but | wasn’t complaining. Soon 
she had her orgasm and her juice was 
running all over my face as | drank every 
delicious drop. 

Sue got up and helped me out of the 
rest of my clothes. Then she turned her at- 
tention to my rigid cock. She slowly licked 
circles around the head and lavishly 
tongued and kissed my balls. Then she 
Started to lick up and down the entire 
shaft, giving extra attention to my cock- 
head. | was in total ecstasy. Next she en- 
gulfed my entire member into her mouth 
and deep-throated it until | shot my load. 

In a few minutes, | was hard again and 
Sue was beckoning me to fuck her. She 
lay back on the floor and put a couch 
cushion under her ass. Her hand moved 
down and spread the pink lips of her pus- 
sy. No man could resist this sight. | en- 
tered her slowly, enjoying the moist, warm 
tightness of her sex-hole. Soon our tempo 
picked up and we developed a nice 
rhythm. Sue wrapped her legs and arms 
around me and screamed for me to give 
her all | had. | felt her sweet pussy spas- 
modically grip my dick when she reached 
her orgasm. | shot my load seconds later. 

| had never experienced such great sex 
before. Sue and | repeated our suck-and- 
fuck sessions several times during the rest 
of my stay. | am now in the process of 
moving back to my old hometown.— 
Name and address withheld 
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ear Penthouse Letters: 


As one of the female readers of your mag- 


azine, | would appreciate it if you catered a 
little more to our needs in your pictorial 
sections. Whereas my boyfriend enjoys 
the erotic poses of female nudes that you 
provide, they do very little for me (since 
I'm not bi). 

Please, for the benefit of all us female 
readers, show some men—if not alone, 
then at least having ‘‘regular sex”’ with all 
the gorgeous gals in the pictures you pub- 
lish. Couples having sex are more natural 
in a magazine like yours anyway, aren't 


they? Let’s be fair and publish some 


‘‘beefcake’’ along with cheesecake. 

| will say this about your magazine: Be- 
cause it is named Penthouse Letters, | 
didn’t think I’d enjoy it. | thought it was just 
another male fantasy magazine. 

| owe you all an apology. It’s great. The 
articles show an equal concern for both 
women’s and men’s desires for lusty 
reading. And, as a psychological-nursing 
Supervisor at a major teaching hospital, | 
even have to admit that some of the arti- 
cles give me additional insights into some 
of my patients’ more liberated points of 
view. The point | wish to make is that your 
magazine has educational value. 

| hope you continue to publish a classy 
magazine, but that you also begin to cater 
to both sexes in your pictorials. Thanks. 

| hope you make use of this input as it 
represents not just my beliefs but a poll of 
all of us girls here at the hospital who like 


to read your magazine in the evenings and 
on breaks.—Name and address withheld 


Editors’ response: 

Nine to one, Penthouse Letters is read by 
men. Therefore, following the axiom that 
he succeeds best who provides the great- 
est good to the greatest number, we are 
determined to give the boys what they 
want. And that is sexy girls. Lots of pic- 
tures of them. Nude, too. But we're rea- 
sonable and appreciate the ladies, 
especially the lusty kind who are enjoying 
this magazine..So, often in ‘‘Reel Sex’’ we 
show couples screwing. If all those politi- 
cal prudes weren't all over us all the time, 


-we’d show more erections closeup and 


we'd show insertion. But we live in a world 
that Reagan, Meese and Falwell have too 
big a hand in running, so we back off. Nev- 
ertheless, you certainly deserve to see a 
handsome guy if it helps to hurry along 
those long night shifts. Some of our female 
editors have selected this fellow as a hunk 
they'd love to spend the night with. Hope 
you agree. 


Attention ladies! Here’s one for you to 
help even the score. 


ot 


That’s the last 
time | get involved 
with someone who has 

a foot fetish. 
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He took 
one look at them 
and fainted. 
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Stay out of this! 
The lady can do 
whatever she wants. 
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You say almost every 
man at the club has 
come down with herpes? 
How could that be? 


meant was, 
we should 
recall 
all Dalkon 
shields. 
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like to tell you 
about an expe- 
rience | had with 
my ex-girlfriend. 
First let me tell youa 
little about her. She 
loved sex. She enjoyed just 
about anything. She wore sexy 
lingerie, and she liked to pose 
nude for me and my Nikon. She 
loved to shave her pussy. We 
tried just about anything you 
could think of involving sex. 

The experience happened 
during the summer after my 
freshman year in college, when 
we were still going out. 

| often looked after peoples 
houses during the summer 
when they were away On vaCa- 
tion. | usually would stay in the 
houses and have free run of 
them, which gave Kelly and me 
lots of time to explore Our Sexu- 
al fantasies. 

During this particular period 
the house | was watching be- 
longed to a very wealthy family 
in our community. It was a huge 
house with a pool, Jacuzzi and 
a bar by the pool. Inside, the 
master bedroom had a king- 


Untangling this mess of legs is 
guaranteed to mess up your 
mind, but who’s complaining! 
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An octet of 
cock-gobbling, clit-thro 
Satisfy this 


hot, sweet-tasting, 
bbing, dildo-engulfing pussies 
lusty letter writer 
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size canopy bed with mirrors in the cano- 
py. They also had a large TV and VCR in 
the bedroom with a large collection of X- 
rated videos. Boy, did | have plans for Kel- 
ly and me. 

But Kelly surprised me by saying she 
wanted to have some of her girlfriends 
over one afternoon for a little party before 
they all went away to college. | thought, 
What the hell, | was going to be at the 
house for two weeks and Kelly and | would 
have plenty of other afternoons ‘or 
fucking. 

| got a keg for Kelly and her seven 
friends and sat by the pool for a few hours 
to soak up the rays. | went to run some 
errands, but all | could think of was Kelly 
and her seven beautiful bikini-clad friends 
lounging around that pool. 

Well, | decided to be quiet when | re- 
turned, just out of curiosity to see what 
they were up to. 

When | pulled up in the driveway | could 
hear water splashing and giggles from the 
pool. | silently entered the house and 
sneaked a look out back. Did | get an eye- 
ful! Kelly was filling up her cup at the keg, 
totally nude. Her shaved pussy looked 
beautiful in the sunlight and her nipples 
were rock-hard. As | looked around the 
pool | counted four other girls with their 
tops off. Nicole, who had unbelievably 
huge tits, still had her top on, so Kelly was 
the only one totally nude. 

Then | noticed that Tracy (the redhead) 
and Sabrina were missing. That's when | 
heard the shower on upstairs. 

As | reached the top of the stairs | heard 
sounds from what was obviously an X-rat- 
ed movie coming from the master bed- 
room. Then | noticed two bikini bottoms 
lying right outside the door. Expecting the 
two girls to be in the shower, | entered the 
bedroom only to see Sabrina buried be- 
tween Tracy’s legs and Tracy hungrily 
pulling on Sabrina’s swollen nipples. | was 
stunned, but my cock wasn’t. It quickly 
sprang to its full nine inches. In no time | 
had my shorts and T-shirt off and was 
heading toward the bed. That’s when Tra- 
cy looked up and said, “‘Not so fast. 
You've got a girlfriend, so all you can do is 
watch. And all we can do is watch you jerk 
that big cock. No wonder Kelly keeps you 
to herself.” 

With that, | sat down in a chair and slow- 
__ ly started to jerk off. 

Sabrina finally finished licking Tracy's 
cunt and was eagerly licking the juices off 
her lips as Tracy started to massage Sa- 
brina’s clit. Sabrina started to grind her 
cunt against Tracy’s hand. Tracy then 
started sliding one finger in and out of her 
pussy, and before you knew it Tracy had 
two fingers buried in that tightJittle cunt of 
hers. Sabrina was begging for more but 
Tracy was too busy biting and sucking on 
Sabrina’s pert little nipples. Sabrina 
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tensed and had a huge orgasm. Then she 
pulled Tracy’s hand from her soaked cunt 
and they both started licking the juices off 
her fingers. 

Just then | felt a hand on my shoulder. | 
looked and saw Kelly with a devilish smile 
on her face. 

“Did you like watching them?” asked 
Kelly. 

“You know | did!’ | replied. 

“So, girls, didn’t | tell you he had a big 
cock?” Kelly asked Sabrina and Tracy. 

“| didn't think it was that big,’’ said 
Sabrina. 7 

‘Neither did we,’ chimed five voices 
from the hallway. 

| looked over to see Kelly’s five other 
friends totally naked, including Nicole with 
her 38D tits and beautiful silver-dollar 
nipples. 

Kelly, Nicole, Tammy, Samantha, Cindy 
and Kim joined Sabrina and Tracy on the 
king-size bed. | 

They explained to me that they had first 
started getting it on with each other one 
summer at cheerleading camp. Kelly said 
she had told them about my cock and the 
fact that | liked to take photographs of her 
in her sexy lingerie and in the nude. She 
then explained that they had all brought 
over their favorite lingerie and wanted me 
to photograph them init. Needless to say, | 
was all for it and clambered downstairs to 


_ get my camera and some extra film from 


my car. 

These girls had some of the sexiest lin- 
gerie | had ever seen. My cock was hard 
the entire time | was snapping the shutter. 
Kelly really loves G-strings and garter 
belts; Sabrina had some really sheer pan- 
ty and bra sets; Tracy, a true redhead, had 
two pairs of crotchless panties and a 
baby-doll outfit; and Tammy had some 
really tiny G-strings. Samantha had three 
of the sexiest teddies |’d ever seen; Cinay, 
like Kelly, loved garter belts; Kim had 
some really foxy teddies and G-strings 
and Nicole had some sexy lacy bra and 
panty sets (her bras barely held in those 
38D tits). 

After about a hundred photos | suggest- 
ed that, for the eight shots | had left, the 
girls strip and I’d take some pictures of 
them naked and lying as a group on the 
bed. 

After the photo session they all said they 
had a treat for me. Tammy got up and went 
to her duffel bag. She pulled out two eight- 
inch strap-on dildos, a two-headed dildo 
and a bottle of baby oil. 

Kelly took one dildo and strapped it on 
while Tammy did the same and Tracy and 
Kim shared the two-headed dong. 

Kelly then started to rub Cindy’s cunt 
with the head of the dildo and it immedi- 
ately got wet. She started by entering 
Cindy’s wet cunt slowly but pushed hard 
the rest of the way as Cindy moaned with 


pleasure. Kelly was working it in and out 
while sucking on Cindy’s luscious tits. Cin- 
dy reached down and was playing with 
her clit while Kelly drove that dildo home. 

At the same time Sabrina was busy 
coating Nicole’s big tits with baby oil and 
ramming her fingers into Nicole’s box. 

Right next to them Tracy and Kim were 
having their fun with the double-headed 
dildo. Tracy was sliding it in and out of her 
cunt while Kim was fingering herself. Then 
Kim took the dong and pushed one end 
between her swollen pussy lips while the 
other end was still buried in Tracy. 

On the floor between the bed and me 
were Tammy and Samantha. Tammy had 


-stuck Samantha’s ass up in the air by pil- 


ing pillows under her stomach and was 
ramming her strap-on dildo into Sa- 
mantha’s pussy doggie-style. Samantha 
was moaning so loud! 

| then noticed that Cindy was licking her 
own juices from Kelly’s dildo. 

That’s when Kelly said she wanted me 
to tit-fuck Nicole since her own tits were so 
small. She wanted me to enjoy some big 
ones. 

| got Nicole in the middle of the bed and 
rubbed a little more baby oil in her tits. 
Next | put my cock in her cleavage while 
she pushed her tits up and around it. | 
started to work it back and forth. Then Ni- 
cole began pinching her hard nipples. 
That’s when | noticed how long they 
were—at least an inch. | started to work 
my cock faster and looked around to find 
Kelly, but she was too busy licking Sa- 
brina’s cunt. | knew | couldn’t hold off 
much longer so | yelled | was getting ready 
to come. All the girls stopped what they 
were doing and watched me explode all 
over Nicole. 

Kelly then asked Nicole what she want- 
ed and Nicole said, ‘‘l want that big fat 
cock rammed into my cunt.’’ Hearing that, 
my dick started to rise and with Kim’s gen- 
tle stroking it was hard again in a second. 

As | parted Nicole’s hot cunt lips | was 
surprised at how wet she was. My cock 
slid right in. It wasn’t ten strokes later 
when | exploded into Nicole’s pussy and 
collapsed on top of her. 

| looked up at Kelly and told her how 
fantastic it felt and she could only smile. 

We all lay on the bed for a while until 
Tammy suggested that they all shave their 
cunts to match Kelly's. Of course, Kelly 
and | volunteered to do the shaving. Half 
an hour later all eight girls had bald, 
smooth pussies. Immediately they teamed 
up and got into 69 positions to see how 
they looked and tasted. They left me to 
jerk off and, when | came, | shot all over 
Cindy’s back and Tammy licked it clean. 

We all spent the next two weeks in that 
house, lounging around the pool and fuck- 
ing and sucking each other to death.— 
Name and address withheld 
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Imagine yourself alone with eleven 
gorgeous, sexy, naked women. Not 
just any women. Eleven Penthouse 
Pets. You know how beautiful they 
are. Now picture eleven of them to- 
gether in one place—your place— 
.... This wondrous image—of you 
with them—can be yours within the 
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pages of the July/August 1988 issue 
of The Girls of Penthouse. No matter 
what your taste in women might be, 
you'll find it fulfilled in this collector's 
edition. At your newsstand today, 
purchase a packet of dreams and 
give your fantasies a lift. They are 
available for a limited time only. _ 


ON SALE AT YOUR NEWSSTAND NOW! 


SAYS 


Our official Penthouse - 
ex-madam— 
drawing upon and 
relating her own 

vast experiences and 
worldly wisdom— 
gives titillating, 
sophisticated and 
humorous sexual 
advice ona 

myriad of questions 
raised by our 

always horny readers 
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oney Can’t Get No 


| Satisfaction, so She Rubs 
_ Against a Chair for Some Clit Action 


| am thirty-six, married fourteen years, and 
have two children by my husband. | was 


always content with my sex life—until yes- 
_terday, when something happened that 


has me wondering. 
For the past couple of weeks | have 
been working alone in my office while ev- 


_ eryone else is on vacation. A few days ago 
_ | decided that, since | was alone, | would” 
_ take off my stockings and panties while | 
_ worked. After sitting on my vinyl typing 


chair awhile, | decided to put Some cream 


| on my clitoris and twat to see how it would 
_ feel.when | sat down. It felt wonderful. 


At one point during the day, as | leaned 
back in the chair to reach for the phone, 
my clitoris arched and, squeezed be- 


tween my legs, seemed to slide and 


stretch in the cream. | was ecstatic. | con- 


| tinued to move back and forth, stretching 
_ the muscles around my clit outward as | 


moved it up and down between my legs. | 
have always loved to have my clit rubbed, 


stroked and sucked, but my husband 
- would never do it for very long. | decided 


_ to rock, “‘fucking’’ my clit between my 
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pressed-together legs until, after several 
minutes, | had the most fantastic orgasm | 
have ever experienced in my life. My clit 
Straightened right out and gave four or five 
lunges that left me sitting in a pool of red- 
hot pussy juice. That had never happened 


to me before. 


My husband and | have had a fairly 


good sex life and | have orgasms. fre- 


quently with him—orgasms that are so In- 


— tense that every muscle in my cunt pushes 


and | feel as if | will explode. But this or- 
gasm was different. | don't think | have 


_ ever had a clitoral orgasm. Could it be that 


a vaginal orgasm and a clitoral orgasm 
are different things? Please answer so | 
don't spend the rest of my life wondering if 
| have experienced my first orgasm at the 
experienced age of thirty-six. 

| climaxed twice that afternoon of clit- : 
fucking and today | had the most fantastic 


climax of all. My clit went rigid for at least 


one. minute while juice poured from my 
cunt. How can | have this experience with 
my husband?—/.B. 


Instead of going it all the way on your own, 
why not ask your husband to give you .a 
total body massage with some smooth 
_ body lotion? Guide his hands.to. go slower 
or faster as he hits the-spots you like most. 
You mention that he does suck your clito- 
ris but never for very long. Well, that's bet- 
ter than nothing. Beg him to hang on for a 
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| asked myself. 


orgasm before he penetrates you. 
According to most sexperts, there is no — 
could consider _ real vaginal orgasm, only the orgasm that 
_ is caused by stimulation of the clitoris. In — 
certain positions of penetration, your 
_ man’s shaft will rub against your Clitoris. 
_ For instance, have him enter you with your — 
_ legs together and his legs outside yours. 


how in the world | - 


myself a liberated — 


woman if | 
didn’t have the guts 


fo pursue an | 


, ee stimulating act of lovemaking. Shortly af- 
affair with SOMEONE J ter they've reached clitoral orgasm, they — 
- sometimes crave penetration by the man 
so that their orgasms can continue. With 
_ some good oral sex and well-guided mas- _ 
_ saging from your husband, you should be — 
_ able to achieve terrific orgasms without so. 


~ much effort. 


| had really 
grown to care for 


while longer so you can reach your clitoral 


Most women find oral sex to be the most 


_ When the Vow Breaks, the Juices 
Will Fall—and Down on 

Him Goes Wife, Foreskin and All 

| am an attractive married woman, ap- — 
- proaching thirty, who has never had an — 
extramarital affair. For the last couple of — 
_ years I've seen this guy generally about 
- once a week during my lunch hour. Al- 
_ though Harry is considerably older than | 
am, he is quite good-looking and has a | 
~ marvelous physique that is accented by a © 
- explanation of how the cabinets, counter, 
_ appliances and plumbing had been ar- 


gorgeous, firm fanny. Although he made it 


- quite obvious that he found me sexually 
attractive, our relationship never got off — 
dead center. Mostly it was hesitation on 
" my part as to whether | should encourage 
him, even though | had fantasized balling — 
_ him many times. As time went on, | found 
_ myself thinking about him more and more, 
and looking forward each week to seeing 
_ him. Then | began to ask myself how in the — 
_ world | could consider myself a liberated — 
~ woman if | didn’t have the guts to pursue 
an affair with someone | had really grown — 
to care for. | decided to do something | 
~ about it. | 
Inviting him to my place would have © 
~ been too obvious and risky, so | came up © 
_ with the idea of telling him that my hus- — 
_ band and | were thinking of remodeling 
our kitchen and that | would like to get — 
~ some ideas by looking at his kitchen, 
_ which is very modern. Of course, I leftitup 
to him to invite me when his wife was | 
away. This was all the encouragement he 
needed. Arrangements were made for the 
_ following week. 
- Onthe appointed day, | had an hour or | 
so to freshen up after work. After | had — 
_primped and prettied my body with my — 
_ best perfume, | donned my sexiest satin 
_ garter belt, trimmed with lush lace, over a 
_ wicked red G-string. Then | put on-my ul- 
_ trasheer stockings and spike heels, along 
_ with my most revealing split skirt, which 
_ shows my legs to their fullest advantage. — 
_ When | arrived at Harry’s house | was a | 
bundle of nerves, but in a few moments 
Harry made me feel right at home. He — 


asked me to excuse his appearance, as 
he had just showered after mowing his 


lawn. All he was wearing was a Cute pair of 
white terry-cloth jogging shorts. | told him | 
didn’t mind a bit. He invited me to take a 


seat on the sofa and, as he crossed the 
- room to get me a drink, | couldn't help ad- 


miring his body. My eyes were roving over 


_ his lean, lithe, perfectly proportioned anat- 
omy, from his broad shoulders right on 


down to a slim waist and the sexiest buns 
you could ever lay eyes on. Yet, with it all, 


he maintained a certain boyish charm, an 


air of innocence. 
When he returned with the drinks, he 


_ seated himself directly across from me. | 


had crossed my legs and arranged my 


_ skirt to show off my legs. The couch was 
_ low, so | knew he was getting a good shot. 
_ | didn’t realize how much | was getting to 
him until just before we got up to look at 
the kitchen. He had been sitting with his 
_ knees together while we talked and, when 


he spread his legs just before standing up, 
| nearly flipped. There was a good three to 


_ four inches of fat cock hanging out of his - 
_ shorts. As we walked to the kitchen, | was 
_ still a little weak in the knees, thinking 


about that snatch-pleaser | had just seen. | 
had a hard time concentrating on Harry's 


ranged to afford the maximum use of 


available space. 


When | looked up at the ceiling light fix- 
ture, | bumped right into him. He put his 


_ arms around me and pulled me closer. | 
— could feel his nice, hard erection pressing 
through my skirt into the crease between 
_my cheeks. Then he turned me around 


and kissed my eager lips, and our tongues 


~ entwined in a deep kiss. When we finally 


parted to catch our breath, he told me how 
long he had wanted me and | told him how 


- many times | had thought of him, too. We 


settled on the sofa in the living room. 

By this time | could see even more of his 
plump dick protruding from his shorts as 
he began moving his tongue down my 
body. When he got to my waist, he re- 


~ moved my skirt and told me how beautiful 


my legs were. Then he spread them slight- 
ly and, after playing with my calves and 


_ inner thighs, he slipped my G-string down. 
_ By this time | was building to a feverish 
pitch. He knelt between my legs and be- 


gan to tantalize me with his tongue. Just 


_ when | could hardly stand it anymore, he 


started to tickle my now fully exposed, pul- 


_ gating clit with his talented tongue. Soon | 
_ was throwing my body all over the place 
_ and gasping for air as Harry struggled to 
_ stay with me. Suddenly my legs tightened 
_ around him in a viselike grip as | trembled 
_ and quivered deliciously, losing all control 


and exploding into a fantastic orgasm. | 


could feel my hot pussy juices drooling 


down the crack of my fanny and running 
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down my leg as he nuzzled between my 


legs and told me how beautiful my pussy | 


was and how he loved kissing it. 

| reached over and grabbed his cock, 
which by now was really sticking out—and 
what a handful! | could barely encircle it 


_with my fingers. | squeezed it a couple of — 


times and coaxed him to stand up and re- 
move his shorts. When he stood up with 
his back toward me and dropped his 
shorts, | marveled at this man’s beautiful 
body. It was a sight to behold! 

| knelt and turned him toward me, get- 
ting my first complete look at his prick. It 
was long and thick and so heavy that it 
didn't stick straight out but hung at about a 
forty-five-degree angle. It was not circum- 
cised! | put both my hands on it and there 
was plenty left over. When | pulled the 


foreskin back, it exposed the most beauti- — 


ful, big, pink head you could imagine. 
What a thrill it was to watch that enormous 
pink glans pop out each time | stroked his 


staff! | could see right away there was no 
way | could deep-throat him, sol began by | 
placing one hand around the base of his | 


penis and the other hand on top, still leav- 
ing three inches uncovered. 
stroking the underside with my tongue and 
managed gradually to wrap my lips over 
the head, but it sure was a mouthful! The 


lovely, silky texture of his glans was just | 
_ make up her mind, almost missed out on 
_ the most spectacular love session of her | 
life. So, ladies, take it from me. If you have 
_ alongtime admirer who is gentle and sen- — 
_ sitive, try it~you may love it|—F.H.K. 
would let my lips slide off the tip with my | 

_ What is this about circumcised cocks be- — 
ing tough? It is not as if circumcised men | 
_ start developing calluses on their cock- — 
_ heads. | can mention a few advantages of 
_ circumcision, such as cleanliness. But — 
_ those men who still have the foreskin will 
_ tend to lubricate quicker—and the sur- — 
_ prise element of unwrapping the head is, 
_ of course, exciting. 
[| have come across only one man who — 
_ could give me a superb striptease—with a _ 
_ teasing, wraparound sarong barely cover- — 
_ ing his suntanned body—and that man — 
_ was my own husband. | guess | have been | 
_ lucky that the man! love also happens to — 
_ be the most sensual turn-on I’ve met, and — 
_ I’ve had quite a few lovers, both before 
_ and after him. Unfortunately, we see each — 
_ other only a few months a year, but that, — 
_ too, has its charm because we never suf- _ 
_ fer from dull moments. Our sex life has al- _ 
_ ways been new and fresh, even when we — 
were living together. And he is Jewish and — 
_ therefore circumcised, but there are no — 
_ complaints whatsoever regarding penis — 
_ sensitivity. 
_ As far as the love sessions with your — 
_ longtime admirer go, | suggest you let 
_ those affairs keep their excitement and — 
novelty. Don't overdo it. Keep itto surprise — 


indescribable, not the least bit like my hus- 
band’s tough, circumcised skin. Each 
time my eager lips circled the engorged 
head, a quiver of pleasure seemed to 
shoot through his entire shaft. Then | 


tongue trailing the underside. | discovered 


that, by my squeezing the base of his | 


shaft, his cock became even larger and 
harder. | became so enthralled by the pre- 
come oozing from the slit that | spread it all 
around the head:until it glistened like a pol- 
ished apple. . 

Finally he said he couldn’t stand any 
more and asked if | was ready. | was al- 


ready creaming and so impatient that, be- | 


fore he could make a move, | quickly slid 
the ottoman against the sofa, jumped up, 
pushed him down on it and straddled him. 
He held his cock until | could position my- 
self directly over it—and then | slowly 
eased my palpitating pussy down over the 
head of his cock and started making circu- 
lar motions: Each time around, my now 
swollen clit rubbing on that massive head 
Started to make me delirious and | took 
more and more of his cock up my love- 
canal. | was also in for another thrill as, 


with each up-and-down motion, my pussy | 


was gripping his-foreskin and | could feel it 
sheathing and unsheathing that lovely 
head inside my steaming snatch. Before | 


knew what was happening, he stood up © 


and, while we were still coupled, turned, 
placed my bottom on the ottoman, put a 


pillow under my head, put one leg over | 
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| started © 


_ each shoulder and really started giving it © 
to me. | was positioned so that! could see © 
_ that pussy-tamer of his splitting my cream- | 
_ ing cunt. His dong was nice and fatand my | 
- vaginal muscles had no trouble clenching | 
_ it when he would pause in his delicious | 
_ probing. | relished every delectable mole- 
_ cule of his magnificent meat. As we got — 
_ hotter by the moment, he nailed my grind- | 
_ ing ass to the ottoman and really poured © 
_ his cock to me, ramming it up to his balls in | 
_a frenzy. And just when | would be on the © 
_ brink, he’d stop and twitch his love-mus- 
_ Cle inside me, making it feel even bigger | 
_ and vibrating my nerve endings. | was diz- — 
_ zy with orgasmic thrills and lust. Even af- — 
_terward, when the crescendo of our. 
- emotions had simmered down, my toes 
_ twitched uncontrollably as we lay relaxing. 
After we had gotten ourselves together | 
_ again, Harry invited me back to the kitchen — 
_ for a cup of coffee. He asked what | liked — 
_ most about the kitchen. | giggled and told © 
him | liked the plumbing but would like to — 
come baek and take some measure- | 
ments. He smiled and said he thought it | 
_ could be arranged. | 
As | slowly drove home that night, | | 
_ found myself unconsciously rubbing my | 
_ pussy on the car seat. Then | smiled as | _ 
_ thought to myself that poor little proper, 


prim and indecisive me, who couldn't 


I’m all 
alone 

by the 
phone. 
Call me 
Toll Free! 


24 HRS. 


MC/VISA 


DD :».. bx eae a 
ee w= 


1-800-535-1 225 


IN TX. 1-214-956-9999 


ee a oe oe ae oe ae ae 


; STAR : 
‘ FANTASY : 


$25 ; 


WHERE DREAMS «x 
x BECOME REALITY *« 
x 214/351-1975 > 


* MC/V 24 HRS * 
Keke KkKkeknkkakkenke 


SWINGERS! 


in your area 
that love to 
“SWING” 


1-800-253-2033 


GIANT DIRECTORY WITH PHOTOS 


19 


76 


_ meetings rather than scheduling sessions 


in advance. 


Little Mrs. Muff Cannot Get | 
Enough of Gobbling His Come Away 
I'm really curious abut my oral fixation— 
about sucking my husband's cock. | love 
to suck until | can taste all those fabulous 
juices shooting deep into my throat. 

| was twenty-two when we met, and he 


was twenty-nine. He was always a perfect 


gentleman. | think that’s part of the reason 
| had this incredible longing to suck his 


cock. I’d read and also heard from girl- 
_ friends about mind-blowing orgasms, but 
at age twenty-two | still hadn’t experi- 
enced one. Well, the first night with the | 
/ man who would become my husband, 

whom | was just casually dating at the 


time, had to have been the most wonderful 


and memorable night of my life. 


We had a few drinks at a local bar. We 


_ decided, after talking a lot and feeling 
_ good, that we’d be much more comfort- 
_ able at his house. It wasn’t long before we 
_ shared his bed, making beautiful love to- 
~ gether. When his cock started shooting 

_ and depositing his load of hot juices deep 
_ inside my pussy, | started to come. He was 
stirring these feelings throughout my 
body, feelings | had never even known 
were possible. Once | had started, | felt as 
~ though my body would keep on fucking 

_ just as long as his beautiful cock wanted. 


All | can say is that, from that night on, it 


_ was as though | took a vow to worship and 
suck his cock for the rest of my life, to 
show my lover just how wonderful and 
_ special those feelings were that he had 
_ brought to my body for the first time ever. 


The first time | took his beautiful, big 


_ cock between my lips to taste, it was a to- 
_ tally wonderful experience for both of us. | 
_ remember feeling scared but wanting to 
_ taste him at the same time. Then, once | 
_ felt this wonderful new taste and the sen- 
_ sation | was experiencing by slipping his 
cock in and out of my lips, | felt myself lov- 
_ ing it and wishing | could keep my mouth 
_ there forever. 


Sometimes we laugh as we talk over the 


_ beginning times of our relationship, just 
_ being totally happy and realizing how 
_ beautiful love can be and sharing the feel- 
_ ings of never having enough. I’ve found | 
really do feel as though my mouth was 
_ made especially to suck his cock. 


| thought I’d share a wonderful dream- 


_ come-true for all the women in the world to 
_ read about. In many books I've read—and 
_ I've also heard it from my friends—the big- 
gest percentage of women are against 
_ this way of making love. In my eyes and 
_ my husband's, it’s one of the most beauti- 
_ ful ways to show all the love you have for 
_ your man. Sometimes we get so carried 
_ away that, when we get home from work, 
_ we plan a beautiful sexual evening togeth- 


_erand|suck his cock all night until the last 
_ possible moment, when we have to get up 
from our ultimate way of lovemaking. | 
- sometimes keep him on the very edge of 
~ shooting his come into my mouth until my 
_ girlfriend is knocking at our door, ready to 
- drive me to work. 


My husband and | agree that we share a 


_ very special kind of love. | guess | was just 
- wondering if there are any other lucky la- 
_ dies who share my desire and who need 
_ and want and love to suck cock and feel 
great, almost privileged, to be called a 
~ cocksucker by a man they love. Inside my 
_ head I'm feeling that need—and | want to 
- be called just that! 


| heard that the average amount of 


come ejaculated is a teaspoon. | don't 
_ know if that’s way off or I’m just lucky, but | 
once filled a shot glass to the brim with my 
~ husband’s semen. | thought that if | shared 
_ my wonderful experience with you, others 
might realize what they’ve been missing. 
—[’m glad | found out!—S.G. 


_ I'd say that shot glass deserves a place in - 
- The Guiness Book of World Records. The 


amount of come, of course, depends on 
the man and the duration of time between 
ejaculations. Really, | never much cared 


_ how much there was. It’s the cock itself 
_ that gets me going, but | can see that per- 
_ haps I’ve been underestimating a whole 
_ dimension of oral sex. | do know that the 
taste of come varies in men. Whether 
_ sweet, salty or garlicky, | guess it depends 
on what your man consumes. You shoot 
_ what you eat. 


_ Shudderin’ Chador! Vulva Voyager 


Finds East is East, West is West 
and Never the Twain May Shave 


_ I've spent part of my life in Arab countries 
_ (Algeria, Sudan and Morocco, from 1978 
to 1987). Since local husbands there are 


rather jealous, you can imagine that it is 


risky to get to know married women in 
these countries. And | would not recom- 
~ mend whores, for obvious health reasons. 
_ However, in the main cities it is possible to 
- meet young girls, some of whom are em- 
_ ployed in offices. 


If you are lucky and discreet, you may 
get to bring a female secretary back to 
your home. It can happen only during the 


_ day because a single girl is supposed to 
_ stay home after dark. Then, of course, she 
_ may still insist on keeping her virginity (it is 
the basic requirement for her wedding). 
~ However, she will usually not mind jacking 
_ you off, or perhaps, giving you a blowjob. 
_ She will gladly take her clothes off and go 
_ through heavy necking and kissing. If she 
really likes you, she can be talked into a 
| 69. 


The most interesting thing and the pur- 


pose of my letter is that Arab women are 
— completely shaved after puberty, inclua- 
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ing their pussies. | found this to be a spe- 
cial sexual turn-on. | happened to read in 
your fine magazine that some of your 
readers are turned on by a thick bush of 


woman look even more naked. The sight 
of a shaved woman in the nude always 
gives me an instant hard-on. 

My problem now is that Western women 
are not usually very keen about having 
their pubic hair removed. What do you 


think, Xaviera? Did you ever shave your- — 


self completely? What reasons can a guy 
give to get his girlfriend or wife to shave 
her pussy?—.J. 


Well, it's different. And if the man she 
- loves wants her crotch to be shaved, | 
think any woman should try it at least 
once. Once, | say. Of course, dear J.J., 


what would you say if your girlfriend asked — 
_ cles like Chuck Norris and the poise of Nu- 
_ reyev, you may find the ladies lining up to 
_ give you a blowjob. Take it from me— 
_ that’s much better than doing it yourself. 
sion. | find it particularly nice to be bald — 

_ Hindu Buff Finds It Easy to 

_ Charm His Cobra, but Can’t 

_ Cope with Its Liquid Charms 

_ | have an unusual problem | hope you can 
_ help me with. Let me begin by telling you 
_ that my girlfriend loves to suck my cock. | 
_ We have been going together for the past 
_ six months and | hope to marry her. The | 
_ first couple of times we went out, she bare- 
_ ly let me kiss her. Now she’ll do anything 
_ to suck me off. Marla says she just loves 
_ the taste of my come and, when she uses 
_ that warm mouth of hers to bring me off, 
_ she gets a full load. Marla also likes it 
_when | bring myself off by rubbing my 
_ cock between her tits. She always wants 
~ me to lick my own love-juice off her after | 
ejaculate, but until now | have refused. 
_ This is where my problem comes in. 
| began practicing yoga about two | 
_ were less than six inches long and three 
_ hundred were six inches or longer. The 
_ huge rods we read about in Penthouse 
_ Letters were quite rare and, we guess, are 
_ often a figment of someone’s imagination. 


you to shave your pretty crotch? If you 
would say no, then you deserve the hairi- 
est pubic patch known to man or woman. 

Yes, | have shaved my patch on occa- 


down there during the summer months. 
It's a lot cooler, particularly if you don’t 
wear any underwear. Sometimes I'll get 
creative with my razor and trim my pubic 
hair into a nice triangle, a shapely heart or 
a clean oval shape. Some women even go 
So far as to dye their pubic hair green for 


St. Patrick’s Day. Whatever you want, | 


Suppose. 

A big drawback to shaving the pubic 
area Is that those hairs are a natural lubri- 
cant. Once you've lost them, you'll see 
that slipping and sliding is not so easily 
done. Give it a try. 


Jacking Off Is Easy, Jacking Off 

is Quick, but You'll Have 

to Stretch to Suck Your Own Dick 

| am a twenty-three-year-old male hetero- 


sexual with no desire to become homo- | 
_ months ago. | usually work out in my loose 
_ white pants, but a couple of weeks ago, 
_ following a warm bath, | felt very relaxed 
_ and decided to work out in the nude. Well, 
| got into a position that put my love-stick 
_ right by my mouth. Intrigued, | put a pillow | 
_ under my head and found | could suck my- _ 
_ self off. The sensation was indescribable. | _ 
got half my cock in my mouth and, need- — 

_ You girls should be awarded a govern- 
_ ment grant to finance your research. After 
all, an accurate survey taken now and, 
_ let’s say, in another ten years may tell us 
_ how changes in diet or social habits affect 


sexual or bisexual. | masturbate a hell of a 
lot and am sick of the hand method. | 
would really like to jack off using my 
mouth, but my cock is only six and a half 
inches long and doesn’t reach up far 
enough for me to suck myself off. | would 
appreciate it very much if you would print 
some exercises to help a guy bend down 


far enough to be able to reach his prick — 
_ less to say, | shot a heavy load. This was 
_ the first time | ever tasted my own come 
_ and, to my surprise, | liked it. It was warm, 
_ salty and sticky, but! found it impossible to 
_ swallow my whole load. 

| have given myself a blowjob at least — 
_ er hand, we may not learn anything, but it 
_ would be fun working on the problem. 


with his mouth.—u.S.G. 


There seem to be yoga exercises for al- 
most everything but, as far as | know, 
yours is one problem the gurus have over- 


looked. There shouldn’t be any difficulty, 
_ once a day since then. Should | tell Marla 
_ what | can do and should | now abide by 
_ her request to lick my come off her after — 
_ spurting it on her chest? Is there a trick to — 
_ swallowing a whole load of come or is it 
_ common to continue spitting it up for as 


however, if you are prepared to put in a 
little hard work to reach your goal. 

To start off with, try standing with your 
heels together and your legs straight. 
Bend down and try to touch your toes. Re- 
peat this exercise several times, trying to 
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_ reach a little further each day. But stay re- 
_ laxed while doing this; don’t push yourself 
_ too far or you're liable to be so stiff the next — 
_ day that even a plain old hand job may be 
black hair. | strongly disagree with them, — 
as | think that a hairless pussy makes a | 
_ the floor with your legs out straight in front 
_ of you. Remember that some people are 
_ naturally more limber than others and that — 
_ it may be months before you are able to 
_ bend close enough even to blow a kiss at 
- your prick. 

__ Nothing that’s any good—not even solo — 
_ blowjobs—comes without a little honest 
_ sweat. Nevertheless, it can be done, as — 
_ you will see from the following letter. Ballet — 
_ dancers perform strenuous stretching ex- 
_ercises every day. You might want to try a 
_ Sport like karate or kung fu, both of which — 
_ are intellectually absorbing and perfect for 
_ getting all of your body in perfect tone. 


too much for your tortured muscles. 
You can do the same exercise sitting on 


And who knows? When you have mus- 


long as an hour after swallowing it? Your 
_ advice would be most appreciated.—M.J. 


_/f you want to swallow it all, you simply 
_ have to gulp it down after collecting it all in 
_ your mouth. It tends to get gooey, espe- 
cially when one is in an uncomfortable 
| yoga position. | have seen four men who 


were able to perform auto-fellatio. All of 


_ them were very excited about getting to 
_ the orgasm itself, but they spat out the 
_ sperm immediately. 


Here’s an interesting experiment for a 
man who is not able to suck himself off but 
likes the taste of soerm. While having sex 
with a girlfriend he should ask her to per- 


. form fellatio and then instruct her to kiss 
_ him with her mouth full of sperm. 


_ Calculating Coeds Comb Campus 

_ in Stud-istical Survey 

_ of Coxcombs Who Measure Up 
_|amawoman in my junior year at a large 
_ midwestern university known for its men, 
_ who outnumber the women three to one. 
_ This is perfect for me, since | have an un- | 
- quenchable appetite for men. 


| started reading Penthouse Letters 


_when | was eighteen and have always 
_ been fascinated by the sizes of the cocks 
_ that are mentioned in the letters. | have 
_ slept with a lot of guys but | have never 


seen a cock more than seven inches in 


length. 


| belong to a very wild sorority at school 


and | got to discussing this with some of 
_ the other girls one night. Most of them had 
_ made observations similar to mine. We 
_ decided that we would conduct our own 
_ study of the subject. We agreed to let no 
_ man make love to us unless he allowed us 
_ to measure his fully erect cock first. A few 
_ resisted but most complied willingly. A 
_ year later we had accumulated five hun- 
_ dred measurements and compiled the 
results. 


We discovered that about two hundred 


We thought you might enjoy hearing about 
our study. How does it compare with your 


_ observations?—J. T. 


the size of the American penis. On the oth- 


In reply to your inquiry, | agree with your 
findings. For the North American male, an 


_ average size seems to be in the six-to-sev- 
_ en-inch range. 


ie 3 


Bubbling brown sugar or 


stiff white meat, whoa! Interracial sex 


can be one sweet treat 


DEAK 


SUPERLADY | 


CEA: 


BLACK AND WHITE 


C) , |. am a white man having a first- 
. time-ever affair with a black wom- 
an. Are there things | should know about 
making love to a black woman that | don't 
know? In other words, are some things 
specific white or black turn-ons? Do you 
think interracial sex is hotter than sex be- 
tween people of the same race? 

, some people find sex that they be- 

- lieve to be taboo hotter than any 


other kind of sex. If you and/or your black. 


lady were socialized to believe that inter- 
racial sex is not acceptable, you may feel 
the sex is hotter because you're rebelling 
against your backgrounds. Rebel sex is 
hot! Think how many great movies have 
been based on a sexual attraction be- 
tween two people who weren't supposed 
to want each other. 

‘‘My first affair with a white man was ex- 
traordinarily hot,’’ says Barbara, “‘be- 
cause we were both breaking personal 
ground. He’d grown up in the South in the 
fifties, when you still might get shot for 
crossing the color barrier in bed. |’d been 
raised by militant black parents who dis- 
trusted whites. 

‘‘The first time we made love, we were 
both so ready foreplay probably wasn't 
necessary. He took his time anyway. | 
watched everything he did to me because 
| was fascinated by the color play of our 
bodies together. His white nose nuzzled 
into my pussy was a visual as well as tac- 
tile thrill. When | took his cock in my 
mouth, | was overwhelmed with new sen- 
sations in sight and taste and smell.”’ 

The people | questioned, who've had 
many interracial dalliances, insisted there 
are no specific white or black turn-ons, no 
secret sex practices of the races. 

‘Please don’t perpetuate the myth that 
black men won’t go down,”’ says my black 
friend Kawanda. ‘‘Most men will and 
some men won't. Period. | haven't seen a 
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racial correlation there at all.” 

My white friend Sandy adds, ‘I’ve had 
several black lovers as well as white, and | 
don’t think you can generalize. Turn-ons 
are individual things. | couldn’t say black 
men do this and white men do that. Black 
men do seem to feel more is expected of 
them in bed with a white woman, but per- 
haps white men feel the same way in bed 
with a black woman.’ 

What really is inherently hot about inter- 
racial sex, according to these women and 
others, is the exploration of the unknown, 
or at least the less familiar. 

‘Few of us grew up in places where the 
races could mix sexually in an easy, natu- 
ral way,’’ says Karen, a white woman mar- 
ried to Bob, a black man. ‘‘So even if you 
weren't taught to believe interracial sex is 
taboo, you still didn’t have easy access to 
people of other races as to your own kind. 
Bob and | were virgin territory to each oth- 
er—and that’s always hot. 

‘ “| ook at us together,’ he whispered to 
me, when we were nude in each other's 
arms. Our bodies melded like a blend of 
light and shadow. His open hand caress- 
ing my breast looked as exciting as it felt. 
The little nubs of tightly coiled chest hair 
grazed my nipples when he held me 
close. His pubic hair, even more tightly 
coiled, made me think of curly tendrils sur- 
rounding the exotic purple bloom of his 
cock. He was unbelievably exotic to me. | 
fell in love with his body immediately. ”’ 

Priscilla, a black woman married to 
Keith, a white man, says she too found the 
contrast in their skin colors a highly potent 
visual aide during lovemaking. 

“Black and white look beautiful tugeth- 
er,’’ she says. ‘‘Seeing yourselves togeth- 
er and knowing you are doing something 
which still isn’t too common heightens the 


pleasure in sex.’ She also cautions, “You 
don’t have to do anything different when 
you're making love to a black woman. Just 
being together is different enough!” 

Her first white lover told her he’d always 
heard black women have larger vaginal 
lips and need less foreplay to get hot. He 
also apologized for his penis, which 
looked fine to her, saying he was sure it 
was small compared to what she usually 
got. After that experience, she wasn't anx- 
ious to go to bed with another white man. 

‘Fortunately my next white lover wasn't 
so foolish,’’ Priscilla says. ‘| eventually 
married him. He told me straight out he's 
attracted to dark-skinned women. There's 
nothing unflattering about liking a particu- 
lar shade of skin or hair or whatever. He 
admitted his preference without connect- 
ing it to anything other than looks. If he'd 
said he liked dark-skinned women be- 
cause they needed less foreplay, | 
wouldn’t have gone to bed with him. 

‘The sex was hot because he treated 
me like someone really special. Liking my 
skin was only part of it; he also liked me. 
We made love at his place after a dinner 
he had prepared. He was wearing dark 
silk trousers and nothing under them. 
When he took me in his arms, | felt his 
cock pushing through that thin cloth. 

‘He led me to the bedroom and tender- 
ly undressed me, complimenting me lav- 
ishly on my beautiful black skin. | found 
myself feeling equal admiration for his 
white skin. He began kissing me on the 
lips and moved slowly down my body. 

‘| was weak when he lifted me up and 
set me down on his cock. He took me for 
the ride of my life—watching his white pis- 
ton plunging into my black pussy added to 
the excitement of it.” 


Mix black with white and what you get 
ain’t gray, baby—it’s red-hot! 
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You, the readers of 
Penthouse Letters, 
have created this col- 
umn by popular de- 
mand. If you have a 
question about any as- 
pect of sex—a ques- 
tion you can’t ask 
anyone else—write to 
our Superlady of Sex, 
Carolyn Steele, and 
she will answer it on 
these pages as quickly 
as possible. Send your 
questions to: Carolyn 
Steele, Penthouse Let- 
ters, 1965 Broadway, 
New York, N.Y. 10023. 


My wife and | have been mar- 
ried eight years. | love her but 
she only wants sex once a 
week, which isn’t enough for 
me. How can | raise her 
libido? 

lf she works or has a 

small child, she may 
simply be fatigued. Will occa- 
sional household help fit into 
the budget? Are the two of 
you in the habit of winding 
down each day with a cock- 
tail or wine? Alcohol may be 
the libido thief, as it common- 
ly is. , 

If you can eliminate these 
explanations for her lack of 
interest in sex, possibly you 
have fallen into a lovemaking 
rut. Try seducing her as you 
did before you married her. 
(The number-one fault of mar- 
ried people is that they as- 
sume they’re entitled to sex 
and therefore stop being se- 
ductive.) Or learn some new 
techniques. A male friend re- 
cently confided he sexually 
revitalized his marriage by 
purchasing the (Signet) pa- 
perback book, Ultimate Plea- 
sure: The Secrets of Easily 
Orgasmic Women by Marc 
and Judith Meshorer. With his 
help and the book, his wife 
taught herself to be 
multiorgasmic. 


| love to perform cunni- 

lingus. Nothing makes 
me happier than nuzzling my 
face into a warm pussy and 
eating out a woman until 
she’s weak with ecstasy. | 
love it so much that some- 
times | like cunnilingus to be a 
complete act. Some women 
feel funny about that. Why? 
Also | have had orgasms 
while performing cunnilingus. 
Is that abnormal? 

Some women might 

feel mildly guilty be- 
cause they believe sex 
should be reciprocal and 
don't understand you love 
cunnilingus enough to con- 


sider the act a fair exchange 
of pleasures! A few others 
may be embarrassed to have 
so much erotic attention fo- 
cused.on them alone. Surely 
this is the kind of embarrass- 
ment which could -be easily 
overcome. Personally | feel 
sex should be varied. Every 
encounter need not end in in- 
tercourse if everybody's 
satisfied. 

Few men achieve orgasm 
through the performance of 
cunnilingus. Either it doesn't 
excite them that much or they 
don’t continue the act long 
enough. You may be wonder- 
fully rare, but you’re certainly 
not abnormal. 


| work with a woman ata 

small photo lab. She's 
older than | and married. | am 
really attracted to her and she 
comes on to me all the time. 
But she backs off when | sug- 
gest we do something about 
her blatant suggestions. Yes- 
terday she showed me some 
photos she’d developed of a 
nude woman. They were hot 
pictures and she told me she 
would like to pose like that. | 
offered to put film in my cam- 
era and fresh sheets on my 
bed. She said | shouldn't talk 
to her that way because she’s 
a married woman and much 
older than | am. How should | 
respond? If | shouldn't talk to 


her that way, why is she talk- 


ing to me that way? Is she a 
cock-teaser or what? 
lt sounds like she is, 
doesn't it? 

If she talks that often and 
openly about sex to you, sex 
with you must be on her mind. 
Perhaps she’s really attract- 
ed to you but considers the 
attraction unsuitable. Maybe 
if you can endure the game- 
playing, she'll finally relent. 
Why don’t you force the issue 
by asking her exactly the 
same questions. youve 
asked me? 


I've been seeing a wom- 
an who has trouble 
reaching orgasm. Some- 
times she gets frantic to come 
and furiously masturbates 
herself while I’m fucking her. | 
find the presence of her hand 
distracting because it pre- 
vents me from thrusting more 
fully into her. Also she has 
long fingernails and occa- 
sionally jabs me with one of 
them. When | ask her to keep 
her hand away until I've 
come, she gets mad. Look, 
I'm willing to masturbate her 
myself or go down on her or 
do whatever she wants to 
help her, but she pushes my 
hand away and insists on us- 
ing her own. What can | do? 
You can insist she trim 
her fingernails to a mu- 
tually comfortable length. 

It's too bad she’s so rigid. 
She probably is this way be- 
cause she has'‘so much trou- 
ble reaching orgasm. If she 
could relax and let you help 
her, she’d have a better time 
in bed. | think it’s great that 
you're. willing to do anything 
she wants—and it’s silly of 
her not to-tell you what she 
needs to come. Try talking 
about this outside the bed- 
room. 


I've been involved in a 

long-distance relation- 
ship with a woman for several 
months. We met over the tele- 
phone because | call her em- 
ployer frequently. | convinced 
her to give me her. home 
phone number and we began 
having these long, hot, mas- 
turbatory phone conversa- 
tions that usually end in 
mutual orgasm. She also 
writes hot letters. For the past 
several weeks I’ve been ask- 
ing her if we could get togeth- 
er, her city or mine, my treat. 
She keeps putting me off. | 
don’t understand why. It can't 
be that she’s secretly married 
because | call her at all times 
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of the day and night. What 
should | do? 

It sounds like she has 

something to hide. 
Have you seen a photo? Dur- 
ing these long conversations, 
does she ever describe her- 
self? Perhaps she’s lied 
about some details. If she has 
misled you about her looks or 
age or anything else, she 
would naturally be reluctant 
to see you—even if you 
wouldn't be seriously disap- 
pointed by the truth. Or may- 
be she’s afraid real sex won’t 
match phone fantasy. /nsist 
on a meeting! | 


Is there any way to re- 
cover lost ground with a 
woman after a bad first time in 
the sack? | finally got the lady 
of my dreams into bed. The 
sex was Okay, not wonderful. 
| did give her orgasms before 
| came, but | was striving too 
hard. | was nervous and so 
was she. We both talked too 
much. After the first round, | 
wanted to go at it again. She 
asked for wine, then take-out 
pizza, then coffee. Finally she 
said it was late and she was 
full and had better be going. 
We made another date, but 
she canceled. The sex wasn’t 
that bad—for first-time sex! 
How do | lure her back? 
Maybe you don’t. 
Sometimes nothing 
is really wrong, but nothing is 
really right. And it’s nobody’s 
fault. If you made a mistake, it 
was probably trying too hard 
in bed. Don’t compound that 
mistake by chasing her. It’s 
foolish to give up on a poten- 
tial sexual relationship after 
one try; if she wants to do 
that, however, you won't 
change her mind by begging. 
She might change her own 


mind if she doesn't hear from. 


yOu. 


My girl is bisexual and | 
don't mind. | know | am 
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the only man in her life, so | 
don't begrudge her her wom- 
en. Lately, however, she’s 
begun talking about the wom- 
en while she’s in bed with me. 
Sometimes, right before she 
comes, she begins talking in 
this hoarse, breathless voice 
about what the women do to 
her. Hearing about how they 
lick and suck her can turn me 
on sometimes, but not when 
I'm bringing her to orgasm 
myself. | wonder, Am | bring- 
ing her there or is she getting 
there by fantasizing about her 
experiences with women? 
Only she can tell you 
that. Have you asked? 
It does sound like she’s 
more intensely involved with 
women, or a woman, than 
she was, since the talking 
during sex with you is a new 
habit. There are times in ev- 
eryone’s Sex life, however, 
when fantasy plays a bigger 
role. Who can explain why? 
Also, she might be doing this 
now as a way of sharing her 
experiences with you. Tell her 
it makes you uncomfortable 
to hear about her women im- 
mediately prior to orgasm, 
yours or hers. 


I've finally found a wom- 
an who loves sex and 
porn movies as much as | do. 
We rent an X-rated video al- 
most every weekend. Some- 
times, especially on Friday 
nights when we've both put in 
a hard workweek, we mastur- 
bate together while we watch. 
Other times, the videos get us 
horny for each other. Is it ab- 
normal for us to watch these 
films, masturbating side by 
side? Are the films dehuman- 
iZing us or are they just some- 
thing that helps us feel 
comfortable getting off sepa- 
rately while together? 
If you told me your en- 
tire sex life consisted of 
masturbating side by side 
while you watched videos, | 


would tell you there’s more to 
a sex life than that. But this is 
just one aspect of your rela- 
tionship. If it’s mutually satis- 
fying, what’s the problem? 
It's nice that you are so sexu- 
ally uninhibited and comfort- 
able with each other. You 
don't sound dehumanized to 
me. (Have you been reading 
antiporn propaganda?) 


| like being nude and feel 
very comfortable getting 
naked with a woman right 
away. Why does this put them 
off? | slept with a very lovely 
and liberated lady the other 
night. As soon as we got to 
the bedroom | stripped and 
expected her to do the same. 
But as usual | had to coax her 
out of her clothes, piece by 
piece, between kisses and 
caresses. When we were fin- 
ished, she slipped into one of 
my shirts to go and use the 
bathroom. Why are so many 
women so uncomfortable 
with their own bodies? 
You are right when you 
say a lot of women are 
uncomfortable with their bod- 
ies. Women’s magazines 
have made a fortune by play- 
ing up to this female phobia 
with articles on clothing, diet 
and exercise. Numerous 
Studies show men have less 
body anxiety than women. 
Aside from all that, | still find 
erotically undressing to be 
sexier than stripping naked 
as soon as one crosses the 
bedroom threshold. | also like 
helping my man undress, es- 
pecially the first time. ltseems 
like you're skipping part of 
the foreplay. 


| worked for several 

years before going to 
college, so! am older than the 
men I’m meeting now in 
school. My favorite new lover 
says he is nineteen, but he 
appears almost young 
enough not to have gone 


through puberty yet. Is that 
possible? His dick is small 
when flaccid but large when 
erect. However, he seldom 
ejaculates—which | don’t 
mind because he lasts forev- 
er—and he has very little pu- 
bic hair. Taking his cool, 
smooth balls into my mouth is 
an incredible sensation. They 
are like marbles sewn tightly 
in a silken pouch. You don’t 
think he’s prepubescent do 
you? He's six feet tall and a 
junior in college. 

Of course not. It’s un- 

likely that he would be 
either six feet tall or enrolled 
in college if he were prepu- 
bescent. Young geniuses 
who finish high school by age 
twelve are usually shorter 
and highly publicized, like 
child actors. You would no- 
tice immediately how such a 
guy would differ from other 
guys in school. 

Some people just aren’t as 
hairy as others. He’s proba- 
bly blond and fair, isn’t he? 
And also, some men do have 
trouble ejaculating with new 
women. 


I've heard that people 

are bisexual by nature 
and in the proper circum- 
stances can be turned on by 
someone of the same sex. Is 
this true? I’ve had homosex- 
ual fantasies, but |’m nota ho- 
mosexual. How common is 
that? 

According to Masters 

and Johnson, homo- 
sexual sex fantasies are one 
of the five most common fan- 
tasies for men and women. | 
would say that makes it very 
common, wouldn't you? 

Approximately ten percent 

of the population is generally 
considered to be homosex- 
ual. | don’t have accurate fig- 
ures for bisexuality. Does it 
really matter how many oth- 
ers do something you want to 
do? 
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A frustrated 
divorcee, 
squirrelly from 
lack of 

sex, ends her 
long 
hibernation 

by scampering 
after and 
nearly cracking 
open lots 

of big, juicy 
nuts 


30 


A few days ago | had the most incredible 
sexual experience of my life! My unbe- 
lievable evening started out with a phone 
call as | was lying on my bed, feeling 
lonesome and sorry for myself. 

I'm a photographer and | had just fin- 
ished my latest assignment. It was a 
shoot that included two gorgeous young 
models in sheer, lacy stretch tops. A little 
sex (or a lot of sex) would have suited 
me just fine right then. The hard part, 
however, was that my wife Joannie was 
onan extended business trip lasting sev- 
eral weeks. This, of course, meant I'd 
gone without sex for too long—and | had 
no prospects for relief in the near future. | 
was horny! My only release was to read 
Penthouse Letters and fantasize about 
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my wife’s body when she last lay under 
me, her legs spread wide and her beauti- 
ful, slippery, wet cunt greedily receiving 
the thrusts of my dick. 

As | was lying on the bed, stroking my 
hard-on, wishing it were in Joannie’s 
pussy, the phone rang. It was Joannie's 
friend Susan, checking to see if | was 
surviving all by myself. She and Joannie 
had been friends since high school and 
Susan had jokingly promised to take 
care of me while Joannie was away. | 
told Susan that! was having a ‘‘hard time 
of it’’ as | stroked my hard dick. She ap- 
parently caught my meaning. “Yes,” 
she replied. ‘‘I’ll bet you’ve got a real 
nice big hard-on right now.” In my al- 
ready aroused state | couldn’t think ofa 
snappy comeback. 

Let me digress from Susan’s phone 
call for a minute to explain my feelings 
about her. She has always been a great 
tease, flaunting her body in none-too- 
subtle sexual ways. Good-bye hugs 
were usually accompanied by a little ex- 
tra-prolonged push, during which she 
squeezed her breasts against my chest. 
Another example: She liked to sit on my 
lap and playfully grind her bottom 


against my crotch while making some 
sexy comment like “‘Just testing to see if 
anything’s rising.” It always seemed to 
me that her favorite jokes were about 
men’s balls. She once pressed her hand 
upon my crotch at a very crowded bar 
and acted as if it was an accident caused 
by the press of bodies behind her. With- 
out removing her hand, she said, “Oh, | 
hope | didn’t hurt your balls—at least not 
enough so it wasn’t fun.” Then she im- 
mediately went into a joke (one that | 
can’t remember) with the word “‘balls”’ 
as the punch liné. She sure liked to talk 
about balls. These occasions always left 
me with an enormous hard-on. 

All of these thoughts kept flooding 
through my mind now as | tried to carry 
on an intelligent phone conversation with 
Susan. Between my hard dick and these 
sexy mental meanderings, normal 
speech was difficult. 

As we continued to talk on the phone, | 
again drifted back to fantasizing about 
her. The most striking thing about her is 
that she’s absolutely beautiful—a walk- 
ing sex object. | start drooling just at the 
thought of her body. | imagined how Su- 
san’s tits bulge over the top of her tiny 
swimsuit when she lounges by our pool. 
She has creamy smooth skin and long 
slender legs. The thin material in the 
crotch of her swimsuit always pulls up 
tight in the crack of her pussy, clearly 
outlining and barely covering those lus- 
cious lips. Some cunt hairs usually work 
their way out around the edges. She's 
very casual about sitting or lying with her 
legs spread. What a delightful view! At 
times, when Joannie and | fuck, we talk 
about Susan displaying her crotch. It's 
always exciting to fantasize about anoth- 
er woman’s cunt while I’m fucking Joan- 
nie. Joannie knows she can make me 
come by whispering about Susan in my 
ear. In fact, Joannie says she likes to 
watch me get horny while I’m looking at 
Susan’s crotch. She usually gives my 
dick a squeeze when Susan isn'tlooking 
and then chuckles as | try to hide my 
hard-on. 

Once, at a New Year’s party at our 
house, Susan got quite drunk by the end 
of the evening. She and her husband 
had a fight earlier, so she stayed the 
night with us. (She and her husband 
were always fighting and finally got a di- 
vorce.) When the party was over and ev- 
eryone else had gone home, Susan 
cuddled up on the couch and talked to 
Joannie and me about intimate problems 
with her husband. Talk drifted to sexual 
matters (as it usually does with Susan). 
“| like to play sex games,”’ she said. “| 
fantasize about all sorts of kinky fun. I'd 
get his rocks off for him twice a day if 
he’d let me. He just likes a quick fuck 
once a week, then he rolls over and goes 
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to sleep. He never lets me play with his 
balls. | like aman’s nuts. | like to squeeze 
the come out of them. Bob, you let Joan- 
nie squeeze your nuts, don't you? Go 
on, Joannie, squeeze his nuts! Let me 
watch!”’ 

Joannie and | had been sexually play- 
ful all evening and now we were getting 
even more turned-on, so she obliged Su- 
San and reached between my legs and 
Squeezed my balls. Susan grinned. ‘‘Ah, 
that’s right,’’ she said. ‘‘See, he loves it! 
He'd play sex games with you, all right. 
Now take his pants off and let me watch 
you squeeze his nuts again.’ | think, 
considering the mood Joannie was in 
just then, she might have actually taken 
my pants off. But I’ll never know because 
just then a very drunk Susan lay down on 
the couch. As Joannie and | tried to 
make her comfortable, | suggested that | 
should take all of Susan’s clothes off. 
Susan was about to say no, but she 
reached out and felt my balls and said, 
Oh, what the hell! | know you're just dy- 
ing to know what my big tits are like. Go 
ahead, unbutton my blouse just a little.”’ 

| did as she suggested. Then | slid my 
hand under Susan’s shirt to feel her left 
breast. Joannie was watching me care- 
fully. She excitedly asked, ‘‘What does it 
feel like?” | didn’t reply. Instead, | took 
my wife’s hand under Susan’s shirt 
along with my own. | helped her to fondle 
Susan's breast. Then, to my surprise 
(Joannie had a good share of drink that 
night, too), she unbuttoned Susan’s 
blouse even farther and pulled it open to 
expose Susan’s luscious tits. She ex- 
Claimed, ‘“‘Susan has a splendid set of 
tits! Don’t you agree?”’ | nodded affirma- 
tively and Susan smiled. | then reached 
for Joannie and pulled her blouse open, 
too. She lay back on the floor and pulled 
off her shirt and panties. We fucked right 
there on the floor next to Susan, who had 
meanwhile passed out on the couch... 

| snapped back to reality. Over the 
phone, Susan was still talking. | tuned 
her in again and heard her suggesting 
that, since we both had some spare time, 
| should drive over to her apartment to 
take some photos that we had planned 
some while ago, photos of her posing 
nude. Susan’s long brown hair and great 
body were perfect for nude photos. | 
dropped my cock and drove right over to 
her apartment, daring to hope for some- 
thing better than my hand. 

At her apartment Susan started things 
down the right track. As she opened the 
front door, she said, ‘‘Well, what’s my 
best feature? My tits or my ass? What 
are we going to concentrate on?”’ | told 
her that | couldn’t decide without a close 


Getting ready for interior shots, she 
cocks the shutter of her box camera. 
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inspection of the objects in question (al- 
though |’d already seen her exquisitely 
beautiful tits). Susan surprised me when 
she whirled around, quickly pulled her 
pants down and playfully stuck her cute 
little behind out at me. She giggled as she 
scooted off to the bedroom, describing the 
outfit she intended to wear. She certainly 
seemed to be in a wild and horny mood, 
and | was hoping that she would really let 
me shoot her nude. Joannie had told me 
that Susan, since her divorce, had been 
complaining of being constantly horny. 
She hadn’t been fucked once during the 
entire, prolonged legal mess of getting 
divorced. 

As we progressed through the shoot- 
ing, Susan got bolder. Her clothes came 
off item by item with my coaxing. Finally, in 
a sheer negligee and no panties, and after 
several glasses of wine, Susan said, 
“Come on, | can see by that bulge in your 
pants that this isn't exactly a professional 
session. You must be horny with Joannie 
away for so long. You need to have your 
balls emptied. And | did promise Joannie 
that I'd take care of your needs!” 

With that, my hard-on rose to full atten- 
tion. Susan said, ‘‘If you want me to take 
off this nightie so you can really see up be- 
tween my legs, you'll have to take off your 
pants and let your poor cock out before it 
breaks the zipper. Besides, | want to take 
some pictures of what you ve got between 
your legs, too! |'ve always wanted to 
check out the bulge |’ve seen in your snug 
little swim trunks.’ As she said this, she 
opened her nightie to fully expose those 
large firm tits that | remembered so fondly. 
Then the material fell farther aside to re- 
veal her neatly trimmed, dark brown bush. 
Susan was even more beautiful and excit- 
ing than |’d anticipated. She thrust her 
chest out at me so that her boobs jiggled 
and her long, erect nipples arched up into 
the air. She sat on the arm of a couch and 
propped one leg up on the cushion. Slow- 
ly she spread her legs wide apart. “Is this 
what you've been aiming at, you silly 
boy?” she asked seductively. ‘Move in 
here close to get a tight shot of my open 
cunt.”’ And with that, she spread her cunt 
lips apart and thrust her crotch toward the 
camera. If | hadn’t been working with a tri- 
pod, | never would have been able to keep 
the camera still. 

| moved the lens in so close to her that it 
almost fogged over from the damp heat of 
Susan’s crotch. Her tangy smell was won- 
derfully enticing. As | crouched over the 
viewfinder, entranced by my view of her 
cunt, she reached out with her toe and 
probed my crotch. ‘Hurry up and get your 
pants off,’’ she said. ‘‘l want to play footsy 
with your nuts. | love to play with a man's 
i Oe ee 
After handling and tasting it, snapshoot- 
ing snatch can get mighty hot and sticky. 
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nuts! | feel in control when | hold a guy’s 
nuts. | love to squeeze the come out of 
them. So get your shorts off! | want to hold 
your balls!’’ 

| hurriedly stripped, letting my hard cock 
spring out before her hungry eyes. Susan 
paused, staring at my erection, and then 
finally said, ‘‘Oooh! That is a real beauty 
you've got sticking out there. You’re a 
good bit bigger than you-know-who (she 
didn't like to say her ex-husband’s name). 
| can see |’m going to have lots of fun to- 
night. You’ve got a beautiful dick and a 
wonderfully heavy sack of nuts. Does 
Joannie squeeze your balls just right?” 

‘Oh, she fondles them and sucks them 
when she gives me a blowjob,”’ | replied, 
“but she usually concentrates more on 
licking up my come.”’ 

“| won't squeeze your nuts enough to 
hurt, of course,’’ Susan said, “just hard 
enough to shake up your come. You'll 
love it. I'll have to talk to Joannie about 
paying more attention to your nuts. You 
know, in college she and | used to talk 
about guys’ balls all the time. We used to 
whisper to each other in class, wondering 
what some guy or other looked and felt 
like down there between his legs.”’ 

Then Susan let go of my balls and took 
hold of my hard, straining cock. She 
pulled it up to her cunt lips and rubbed its 
tip along her wet snatch, concentrating on 


her clit. “Oh! That feels nice,’’ she sighed. 


| started to shove the head into her tight 
hole, but she stopped me. ‘‘Please don’t 
fuck me with your big monster right now,”’ 
_ she said. “‘Let’s play some more first. 
We've got all night. Let’s take some kinky 
pictures before you ram it into me and 
shoot me full of your come.”’ 

Susan extracted a promise from me. 
For our sex games, | promised to act out 
whatever she wanted for the camera. She 
said she'd do the same. We took turns set- 
ting up the pictures and became com- 
pletely uninhibited. We had a fantastic 
time, shooting close-ups of tits and cunt, 
cock and balls, in every juicy way we 
could think of. 

| have a great shot of Susan’s cunt with 
her sex juices literally running down her 
thigh, and another of a dripping popsicle 
on her taut belly. Susan went along with 
the shot but said it was really cold, and 
warned me about her revenge. 

Her revenge came when she had me 
Stand behind the couch. She pulled a ta- 
ble up to my crotch and gently put my balls 
between the pages of a dictionary. The 
timer on the camera fired just as she pre- 
tended to lean on the closed book with a 
wicked grin on her face. At the same time 
she was saying, ‘‘Remember, | love to 
Squeeze nuts.” " 

The next picture shows Susan stark na- 
ked, standing under the streetlight outside 
in front of her apartment, trying to hold a 


AUGUST 1988 


dildo up her cunt (look, no hands). She 
willingly ran out into the middle of the 
street completely naked. (There is only an 
empty lot across the street, but there were 
Cars approaching from down the block.) 
She stayed under the streetlight long 
enough to fit the dildo up her cunt and 
throw her arms wide as if to say, ‘‘Okay, 
take the picture.’’ Then she ran back to- 
ward me—and what a great thing it was to 
see her running naked. Her big tits really 
jiggled and bounced. When she reached 
me at the entrance to the building, she was 
really turned-on by the thought of having 
almost been seen by a passing car. 


We set up one last picture. It was a great. 


close-up of her mouth stuffed with both my 
balls, just as my cock was spurting its load 
on her forehead and hair. We were having 
so much fun that we quickly used up all my 
film. Since we didn’t want to stop playing 
with each other’s body, we decided to 
drive to a nearby shopping center to buy 
some more. To make the ride more inter- 
esting, Susan dressed in a coat with noth- 
ing undérneath. She said that she’d gotten 
a real thrill being naked outdoors and that 
she wanted to ‘‘accidently’’ show herself 
off some more. She gave me a pair of silk, 
wraparound, high-cut shorts to wear. They 
just barely covered my cock as it hung 
flaccidly. | said they would cover nothing if 
| got a hard-on, and Susan said, ‘‘That’s 
the point. | intend to make you hard at 
some appropriate moment so your dick 
will stick out from under the wrap. It'll be a 
real thrill. And | want to be able to reach 
under the shorts and grab your nuts when- 
ever | have the urge. After all, | stood na- 
ked in the street for you! At least you’ve 
got on a shirt and a little something that 
sort of covers your crotch.”’ 

During the drive to the shopping center 
she entertained me by playing with her 
nipples until they stood up hard and stiff, 
and by inserting her fingers into her cunt. 
Then she pressed the knob of the gearshift 
handle against her clit to feel the vibration. 
But this stunt was abandoned when a 
pickup truck bearing two young women in 
bathing suits drove up alongside us at a 
Stoplight. Susan quickly leaned over and 
unwrapped the front of my shorts, com- 
pletely exposing my cock. She bent her 
head down and started sucking it in a hur- 
ried attempt to make it stand up. Her quick 
motions were instantly noticed by the two 
girls in the truck, who had a perfect view of 
my lap. When the light turned green, nei- 
ther us nor the girls moved. Then the girls 
rolled their window down and began to 
cheer Susan on. ‘‘Get that dick up, fella! It 
looks like a nice one! Come on, girl! Suck 
that cock! Make him squirt! We want to 
see him squirt!’’ 

Susan began jerking me off with her 
hand, moving her head out of the way so 
the girls could see. She whispered en- 


couragement to me. ‘‘Attaboy, you’ve got 
a huge hard-on for them now. Show them 
your come. Make your nuts explode their 
cream right out the window at them. 
They’re watching your dick and waiting to 
see your come... . Hey, look, that one is 
rubbing her tits!’’ 

She was right. The girl by the window 
had let down her top and revealed her 
small, perky tits with their very erect nip- 
ples. She was pulling on them with one 
hand while the other was busy in her lap. 

“Watch her tits,’’ Susan said. ‘‘She’s 
pulling her nipples and playing with her 
cunt. Make your hot juice spurt out for her 
to see.”’ 

The other girl in the truck then started 
sucking on her friend’s other tit. That was 
all | could take. | came in large gobs all 
over the side of the car. Susan immediate- 
ly licked me clean. The girls in the truck ap- 
plauded and said, ‘‘Great show! That was 
a beautiful jerk-off. Make sure she sucks 
you clean and dry.”’ 


The girl by the window then said, ‘‘Do 


you want to watch me come now?’ 

“| sure do,”’ | answered. ‘Your friend 
was sucking your tits nicely. Watching you 
get your tits sucked is what sent me over 
the edge and made me come. Please 
keep it up! But just one thing—I can’t see 
the rest of you.’’ The girl opened her door 
and swiveled sideways in her seat to face 
me. Her waist was at my eye level. She 
leaned back and slid her bikini bottoms 
down her legs. The other girl reached 
around from behind her and cupped both 
her tits. She rubbed and massaged them, 
occasionally pulling at the erect nipples. 
At the same time, the naked girl spread 
her legs to give me a perfect view of her 
cunt. She began rubbing her clit furiously. 

Susan leaned over me to get a better 
look. “Go to it, girl,’’ she said. ‘Stick your 
other hand up your cunt hole.” The girl did 
what Susan suggested. She had the fin- 
gers of one hand stuck in her cunt while 
she rubbed her clit with the other hand. 
She started moaning and writhing on the 
seat. Soon she came with a muffled cry. 
Her whole body shuddered and she 
squeezed her legs together. Her friend 
then quickly jumped back into the driver’s 
seat and slammed the truck into gear. The 
tires squealed at her fast takeoff. 

Susan was really tingling for another 
sexual encounter now. | pulled on her nip- 
ples as we drove and she kept both hands 
in her crotch as she carefully watched 
each car that passed by. She was waiting 
for an opportunity to get her kicks by ex- 
posing her body. As luck would have it, 
the perfect car pulled alongside. There 
were three young men in it. They looked 
about college age. Susan mumbled under 
her breath, ‘‘Watch me, you lucky and 
soon-to-be-horny young studs.’ She let 
one tit fall out of her coat as she slid across 
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the seat toward her window. The driver of 


the other car opened his mouth in amaze~- 


ment and jabbed his friends to look. She 
then opened her coat wide and squashed 
both her melons against the window. | fin- 
gered her twat while she had fun playing 
‘‘neek-a-boob”’ with the young men. Su- 
san giggled all the while and remarked, °'| 
wonder if |’ve made any of them cream in 
his pants yet?” 

It was already dark when we pulled off 
the freeway and into the shopping-center 
parking lot. The stores would be closing 
soon. The excited men in the other car 
were still right on our tail. Then we real- 
ized—horrors!—that neither of us had 
brought money. 

Still feeling abandoned and uninhibited, 
Susan and | concocted a plan for making 
some money right there and then instead 
of having to drive back to her apartment. | 
walked over to the three men who were 
now standing by their car. | explained that 
my friend and | were playing sex games 
and that we needed money to buy film to 
photograph our fun. If they would give us 
money for the film, the girl in my van would 
be willing to let them feel her tits. 

Boy, were they eager to help out! We 
went over to the van. Susan opened the 
door and bared her tits for them. She let 
each guy have a turn squeezing both tits. 
One of the fellows was so excited that his 
cock came into view, sticking out from the 
bottom of his running shorts. Susan no- 
ticed this, too. ‘‘Come here,” she said. 
“tet me feel your prick. You poor boy. 
You need your balls emptied.’’ As he 
stood behind the van, she yanked down 
his shorts and began to fondle his balls. 
Just as she was bending down to suck his 
cock, he shot his load all over her arm. 


She then reached for the next boy, © 


whose pants were already down, and 
said, ‘‘Oh, | just love to feel young nuts like 
these.’ She sat with her legs spread wide 
at the back of the van and continued, 
“Come here, stud. This is where you re 
supposed to shoot your nut juice, right 
here in my cunt... Come on, shove that 
beautiful young dick into me. Fuck me in 
my cunt and see how good it feels to have 
those nice balls of yours explode.’’ With 
that, she pulled the young man over to her 
by his cock and helped him get it between 
her pussy lips. He pumped away for a 
short time and started groaning. Susan 
reached between his legs, fondled his 
nuts and said, ‘‘I’ll help you squeeze it out. 
| want every drop of your nut juice.” 
After a similar performance with the 
third young man, who also got off inside 
her cunt, she lay back and raised her pus- 
sy up for the boys to inspect. They each 
got close. One pulled her lips apart, slid- 
ing his fingers deep inside her. Another 
licked and sucked her twat till Susan start- 


ed to squirm. She was dripping wet from 
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her own cunt juice and the two loads of 
come the boys had spent in her. | kidded 
her that | would have to check the floor of 
the van for rust because she was making a 
puddle on the carpet. 

Susan spoke to the guy who had come 
too quickly, saying, ‘‘| see your pretty 
pecker is ready for another go.”’ His was 
really the largest cock of the three. She 
grabbed him by the balls and pulled him 
over to where she sat again with her legs 
wide apart. She guided his cock into her 
dripping cunt and moved him in and out by 
holding on to his love handles. 

“Don’t come in my cunt,” she told him. 


“! want to drink your nut juice this time. . 


Pull your dick out and fuck my mouth. 
Shove it right in till your balls are slapping 
my chin. Jeez, | love young nuts. Let me 
hold on to yours while you fuck my 
mouth.’’ She held him by his nuts while he 
carefully pumped in and out of her mouth. 
Then she turned over and got on all fours. 
Her big tits were jiggling wildly and slap- 
ping each other as they hung there. All too 
soon the boy gasped and Susan swal- 
lowed his come rapidly. ‘‘Ah, your nut 
juice tastes great,’’ she said. “| wish | 
could drink a glassful. Maybe you boys 
can tell that | have a fetish for guys’ n-u-t-s. 
Come here and let me kiss each of your 
sacks good-bye.”’ Susan lay on her back 
with her head hanging out the rear of the 
van and had the guys stand over her. In 
turn, she held each by his balls and helped 
him to flick his dick back and forth so she 
could watch it swing. Then she sucked the 
balls of each boy into her mouth. When it 
was his turn the third guy spurted jism all 
over her tits. 

When the three young men were gone, 
Susan and | went into a store to buy the 
film. Susan said, ‘‘| had a great time suck- 
ing and fucking those young dicks, but 
you didn’t get any of my pussy. You just 
stood there, watching and jerking your 
dick. Are your balls all dried up already?” 

| placed her hand under my loose shorts 


so she could feel my raging hard-on. “| 


had a great time watching,”’ | told her, “but 
my balls are refilled now, So you Can drink 
my come whenever you want to!’ She 
knelt down in a deserted aisle, pulled my 
cock and balls out of my shorts and gave 
them a quick licking. Before | had enough 
to make me come, she stood up and start- 
ed to pull me along the aisles by my cock, 
looking for film. The store was almost 
empty because of the late hour, so she 
only had to hide my dick a few times when 
other people passed by. She did this sim- 
ply by changing hands and placing herself 
between me and the bypassers. She said 
she wanted me to have my turn as she'd 
had hers with the three guys. Maybe, she 
said, she could find me some young 
pussy? 

Just then we heard someone giggling in 


the next aisle. We hurried over and found 
four young women there. They were about 
the same age as the men had been. All 
four were dressed to kill in skintight shorts 
and tops. You could plainly see their nip- 
ples poking through the thin material. They 
had beautiful young bodies! Two had rath- 
er large tits that bounced as they walked 
toward us. The other two had flatter 
chests, but their nipples seemed to stick 
out a good half inch farther. Any of them 
could make a dick stand up and spurt! 

Susan whispered to me, ‘‘Are you 
ready for this?’’ Without giving me time to 
respond, she changed her grip to a firm 
one on my balls ‘and pulled me gently 
down the aisle toward the gals with my 
dick wagging in the open. This time she 
didn’t switch sides to conceal me. As the 
young women walked by, one of them no- 
ticed my stiff dick and stared at it intently. | 
heard her giggle and say, ‘‘Jenny, did you 
see that? That girl is pulling that guy by 
his—well, you know—his balls! And | saw 
his thing sticking out.”’ : 

“You mean you saw his cock?”’ the oth- 
er girl responded. 

“Yes, | saw it sticking right out in front of 
him. It was really big! Come on, walk back 
past them so you can see it, too.” 

With that, they turned to walk by us 
again, but Susan covered me up and 
turned to face the girls. ‘‘We’re playing 
sex games tonight,’ she explained. “If 
you girls want to see or maybe even touch 
this guy between his legs, meet us Out in 
the parking lot.’ Then she let her coat fall 
open to expose her tits and still-dripping 
cunt. ‘“‘We’ll give you a fuck show, if you 
want to watch.” Susan seductively rubbed 
two fingers up and down the slit of her wet 
pussy and then licked them clean. 

We then went to the checkout counter to 
pay for our film. When the cashier, an at- 
tractive young woman, ran out of paper 
bags, she went to the next counter to get 
some more. Susan then let her coat fall 
open, swirled her finger in her pussy to get . 
a good helping of cunt juice and quickly 
smeared both pens the clerk had left lay- 
ing on the counter. Susan twirled them 
around till they were good and juicy. She 
then placed them back on the counter. 
The clerk came back, put our film in a bag, 
and held one of the pens in her mouth as 
she used both hands to fold the package. 
She quickly pulled the pen out, looked 
puzzled, smelled it, but put It back in her 
mouth. Susan and | looked at each other 
and grinned. Susan reached down and 
squeezed my crotch in plain sight of the 
clerk. The attractive clerk reacted by suck- 
ing the pen further into her mouth. 

Back at the van we waited to see if the 
four girls would take us up on our offer. 
Soon all four of them came shyly over to 
the van. Since | was in back, | opened the 
door for them. ‘‘Would you like to see 
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what's between my legs?”’ | asked. They 
all nodded eagerly. | slowly lowered my 
shorts. When my dick sprang out, it was 
pointed straight at them. | don’t think it’s 
ever been bigger. One of the girls said to 
her companions, ‘‘See, | told you it was 
bigger than your boyfriend’s. And look at 
his balls hanging there. They’re bigger, 
too.’ Turning to Susan, the same girl 
asked, ‘‘Those are some balls, aren’t 
they? That big sack hanging under his 
thing, | mean, they’re big! That's what you 
were holding when you were pulling him 
around the store, isn’t it?”’ 

“Yep, those are big balls all right,’’ Su- 
san replied. ‘Nice, aren’t they? They sure 
are fun to squeeze.’”’ And, reaching over, 
she gave my sack a good, hard squeeze 
to demonstrate. 

“Oh!” said the girl. ‘‘l thought men’s 
balls were very tender. | thought you could 
just touch a guy there and it would hurt 
him.”’ The girl reached out gingerly and 
lightly prodded my nuts. 

“Well, you have to be gentle,”’ said Su- 
san, “but when you get a guy excited, he 
likes to have his nuts fondled and 
Squeezed. And when you have a guy by 
his nuts’’—and she grabbed my sack 
again—'‘he’ll do whatever you want him 
to.’ Turning to me, she added, ‘‘Won't 
you?’ and gave my sack an even firmer 
squeeze. 

Of course | will,”’ | said. And | promptly 
slipped two fingers up Susan’s cunt, al- 
most raising her off the ground. Her big tits 
wiggled. 

‘‘Touche,”’ she said. 

Susan spread my legs apart to give the 
girls a better view. They each knelt down 
to examine my cock. And Susan, with her 
fetish, had them appropriately interested 
in my balls, too. ‘‘See? Here are his nuts— 
and here is where his nut juice comes 
Out,’ she indicated. 

‘Is nut juice the same as come?”’ asked 
one of them, giggling, getting into the spirit 
of the mock anatomy lesson. 

“Now pay attention,’’ Susan told them. 
“There’s going to be a test later.’’ Then 
she explained the terminology of all the 
male sex parts and functions. She told 
them about nuts, balls, rocks, jewels, 
cocks, penises, pricks, dicks, coming, 
shooting off, jerking off, shooting a load, 
sucking off, and on and on. My cock re- 
mained as hard as iron during all this, be- 
ing on view for these young women and 
inspiring their sexy talk. After their lesson, 
the girls began to fondle me. They took 
turns squeezing my balls and pulling my 
dick. Susan showed them how to properly 
Suck a man’s balls and dick. Each took a 
turn. It was heavenly! 

Next Susan asked me to make my dick 


Leica sex? Then whip out your Canon and 
snap ‘em havin’ a Rollei in the hay. 
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flop around. | swung my hips until it was 
whipping back and forth for them. 

One of the girls said, ‘| love watching 
his cock bounce but what! really want is to 
see him come. How_much nut juice does 
he shoot out at one time?” 

Susan teased her by replying, ‘‘It de- 
pends on the size of his balls and whether 
you squeeze them hard enough to get ev- 
ery last squirt out. This guy usually pumps 
out about a quart.’’ Seeing their looks of 
astonishment, Susan told them the real 
facts. Then she said that if they wanted to 
see my come, they'd have to get me excit- 
ed enough to make my balls squirt it out 
for them. ‘‘Show him your tits and cunts, ” 
she suggested, ‘‘like this.’’ And she then 
took her own coat off. 

The first girl said, ‘“Wow! You've got big 
breasts! Can | touch one?’’ Susan stuck 
her tits out for the girl to squeeze and 
weigh. Susan loved ‘t. 

Soon they all had their tops off and were 
comparing tits. The two with larger tits 
shook them from side to side. ‘‘Look, we 
can wiggle our tits just like he wiggles his 
dick.’’ | told the two with smaller tits that | 
liked small boobs just as much as big 
ones. ‘‘My wife’s tits are small and firm, 
just like yours,” | explained. “They sure 
are fun to suck!” 

“Well,’’ said one of the girls. “Here, 
then. Suck on mine.’’ And she stuck a nip- 
ple in my mouth. Everyone watched as | 
licked and sucked. The girl soon began to 
moan and rub her crotch. Then Susan got 
them all to take their shorts and panties 
off. They began to rub their tits against my 
crotch, trying to make me squirt off. 

One stood up and stuck her pussy in my 
face. ‘‘Lick my pussy, please—and, Jen- 
ny, you hold his nuts so he does a good 
job.”’ The girl named Jenny reached out 
and held my sack tightly. She tugged and 
pulled on my nuts just as Susan had done 
in the store. | reminded her to be gentle. | 
sucked and licked the other girl’s cunt till 
her juices were running down my chin. 
She came in a trembling climax: In the 
same way, | got all the girls off in turn. They 
took turns holding my nuts while | licked 
their cunts, each of which had its own 
tangy taste and smell. 

‘| was going wild. | rubbed my face joy- 


ously in each of their wet cunts and licked: 


and licked till each of them came. As Su- 
san watched me eat out the girls, she 
madly rubbed her own dripping slit. When 
the last young woman had climaxed, Su- 
san said, ‘‘Don’t forget my snatch.’’ She 
stuck it in my face so that | almost smoth- 
ered. ‘‘Give it a real good sucking,’’ she 
- whined. ‘‘l’m so hot from watching you eat 


those young pussies that my juice is run- - 


ning down my legs. Lick my cunt! Drink my 
cunt juice! Let me hear you swallow it!” 


| was in pussy heaven! | tried to shove 
my whole face into her cunt while she — 


88 


practically rained her sex juices on me. 
Susan finally came in a long, shuddering 
orgasm. 

Not ready to quit yet, Susan showed 
them how my cock fit in her cunt. They 
each tried it in their own pussies and 
pumped a few times. It was a little big for 
them, so they didn’t keep it up for long. | 
also warned them not to keep it in too long 
because | didn’t want to come inside their 
cunts (we didn’t have any rubbers). 

Then Susan and | put on a show for 
them. We fucked and sucked every which 
way we knew. All through the show there 
were extra hands, mouths, tits and cunts 
everywhere. One of the girls particularly 
liked to hold my nuts as | pumped in and 
out of Susan’s cunt. She helped me with 
every stroke. Every hand and mouth had a 
cunt, tit, cock or ball to play with or suck. 
Just one snapshot remains in my mind 
from the blur of fucking. Everybody is po- 
sitioned as follows. 

Susan is on her hands and knees being 
fucked doggie-style as | stroke in and out 
of her dripping slit from behind. One of the 
young women is lying under Susan, play- 
ing with Susan’s swaying tits. Another 
kneels in front of Susan and presses her 
pussy against Susan’s face. Susan is 
tonguing the snatch that the girl holds 
open for her. | have the fingers of both my 
hands stuck in the cunts of the other two 
as they lean across Susan’s back and 
play with each other's tits. 

When | finally did come, | recall; Susan 
began squeezing my sack. ‘'! have to 
make sure | squeeze out every drop,’’ she 
said. All the girls appeared to be satisfied 
many times over. 

For a finale (it was getting late and they 
had to get home), they asked me to stand 
over them and jack off, so they would ac- 
tually see my dick squirt its juice all over 
their tits. They:all lay on the floor. While 
fingering their pussies with one hand, they 
reached up with the other to squeeze my 
balls as | pumped my dick. | said | didn't 


know if | would be able: to come again so 


soon. Susan suggested that they all talk 
aloud about what they were doing as they 
lay under me, explaining that this. would 
provide me with visual and aural stimula- 
tion to aid in refilling my balls so’! could 
shoot off for them once more. 

Their sexy comments included these: 


“Come on, jerk it off-right here on this nip- 


ple.’’ ‘‘Watch my fingers in her cunt. 
Doesn't that make your nuts feel like ex- 
ploding your load all over my face?” 
‘Watch me suck Susan's tits.’ ‘Blow 
your wad on her cunt so | canlick itup.”' “| 
wish your nuts would make a gallon of 
cream so we could all have a glassful”’ 
(This was from Susan. | had come to really 


enjoy her balls fetish.). ‘I’m going to 


squeeze your nuts till they drain every last 
drop of come onto my tits.” ‘Watch my tits 


“Watch me jiggle her tits: ” 
Put your 
“HOW 


jiggle. 
“Watch me lick her cunt.’ 
creamy juice here on’my tongue.” 


does it feel when | suck one of your balls 


into my mouth?” ‘‘Susan, back up'to him, 
smother his face with your wet cunt and 
then bend over so we can make your tits 
jiggle. That ought to get the nut juice out of 
his sack so he can squirt it all over our 
tits.’ 

Yup, that did it. | could feel the come 
welling up in my balls: and | said breath- 
lessly, ‘‘Here comes my load, girls.”’ 

The girls kept their eyes glued to the end 
of my prick. They squeezed their tits to- 
gether and told me where to aim my pre- 
cious cream. My nuts erupted with more 
sperm than ever before—not quite a 
quart, perhaps, but enough to land at least 
a large squirt on the tits of each girl. They 
squealed and cheered at the sight of my 
prick pumping and gushing its cream out 
on them. Each seemed to take pride in her 
efforts to talk my balls into giving up their 
juice right before their eyes. 

When | was exhausted, they foked < one 
another’s tits to get a taste of my come. 
Then one of them raised her head up to 
suck my cock and make sure it was com- 
pletely drained. She kneaded the shaft to 
force every last drop of cream out the hole 
at the end. Another one squeezed my nuts 
hard, as if she could make more juice 
ooze out. All the while, Susan was leaning 
against the wall of the van, stroking her clit 
with one hand and pulling on her nipples 
with the other. She had an expression of 
ecstasy on her face. She later told me that 
she'd had one long, continuous orgasm 
through my whole jerk-off show. 

| told the girls that | wanted to taste their 
sloppy cunts one more time. Each shoved 
a finger up:her cunt and then held it up to 
my lips to be kissed as a good-bye ges- 
ture. Then the girls dressed quickly to hur- 
ry home before they were late. Each gave 
my sack a final squeeze as she left—and 
the last bent over to give my cock one last 
kiss. ‘Thanks for your nut juice,’ she. said. 
‘‘| loved every drop!” 

Susan and | drove naked to her apart- 
ment and fell asleep exhausted. When | 
awoke in the morning, Susan had already 
left for work. She’d left me a note that said, 
“Last night ought to hold you till Joannie 
gets home! | think you should have your 
balls bronzed after that workout. They cer- 
tainly did get a good draining. If you figure 
out how to make a gallon of nut juice ata 
time, jerk me off a couple gallons to keep 
in the fridge for late-night snacks! Remem- 
ber to bring me the pictures when they're 
ready.’ | was sore for three days after- 
ward, but was raring to go again when my 
wife returned. She was very pleased with 
my voracious sexual appetite, and said 
she should travel more often. If only she 
knew!—A. T., Dallas, Tex. 
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#XSF100 All 10 Super Hits for only $49.50 total! If purchased separately, features are $14.95 each. 


XAR-921 Deep Throat Gerard Damiano’s hit 
starring Linda Lovelace and Carol Connors. 


XVX-902 High School Memories starring An- 
nette Haven, Dorothy Le May, Jamie Gillis and 
John Leslie. 


XAR-922 The Devil In Miss Jones Gerard Dam- 
iano’s all time hit starring Georgina Spelvin and 
Harry Reems. 


XVX-906 Soft Places starring Annette Haven, Phil To- 
bias, 90 min. $9.95 

XVX-910 Getting Off starring Desiree Cousteau, 
John Leslie, Serena, 90 min. $9.95 

XAT-118 Heavenly Desire starring Seka, Serena, 
Johnny Keyes, 90 min. $9.95 

XAT-121 Like A Virgin Il starring oar Bleu, Christy 
Canyon, Sharon Mitchell, 90 min. $9.9 

XMS-915 Kinky Sex Acts starring Cara Lott, Bunny 
Bleu, Paul Thomas, 90 min. $9.95 

XVX-602 Hot Hits Collection—Best of Debbie Does 
Dallas, The Untamed, Reflections, Eruption, Devil’s 
Playground, 9 more $9.95 

XVX-603 Climax Collection—Best of Inside Desiree 
Cousteau, get Off, China Lust, Star Virgin, Pink 
Lips, 18 more. $9.95 

XAT-115 RX for Sex starring Julia Perrier, Lauren St. 
Germain, 90 min. $9.95 

XMT-907 Big Favors starring Dirk Caldwell, Dana 
Peterson, Shadow Joyce (All Male), 90 min. $14.95. 
XMT-904 Jobsite starring Gador, Eric Ryan, Terry 
James (All Male), 90 min. $14.95, 

XMT-902 Never Big Enough starring Kevin Collins, 
Dana Pearson (All Male), 90 min. $14.95. 

XMT-908 Greenhorn starring Andy Fuller, Jim Rodg- 
ers, Adam Mitchell (All Male), 90 min. $14.95. 
XMS-914 Isle of Lesbo starring Heather Wayne, 
Bunny Bleu, Cara Lott (All Girl). $14.95. 

XGA-607 Tennis Without Balls starring Laura 
Sitter, Linnea Stevens (All Girl). $14.95. 

XGT-116 Danielle’s Girlfriends starring Tara Aire, 
Annie Owen (All Girl). $14.95. 


XGA-606 Brown Sugar PSH ee. Bradley, 


Sahara, Purple Passion (All Girl). $14.95. 


XGT-108 Women’s Fantasies starring K.C. Valentine, 
Danielle, Annie Owen (All Girl). $14.95. 


XGR-106 Girl On Girl starring Uschi in 4 encounters 
(All Girl). $14.95. 


XGT-115 Women Who Love Women starring Rhonda 
Jo Petty, Monique Perry (All Girl). $14.95. 


XMS-903 Oral Delights starring Seka, John Holmes, 
Annette Haven, 90 min. $9.95 


XMS-906 China & Silk starring Ginger Lynn, Susan 
Hart, Harry Reems, 90 min. $9.95, 


XVX-914 On White Satin starring Seka, Lisa 
DeLeeuw and Tami Thomas. 

XVX-901 Debbie Does Dallas starring Bambi 
Woods, Misty White, and Rikki O’Neal. 
XVX-917 Legend Of Lady Blue starring Gloria 
Leonard, Maureen Aeon John Smith. 


XMS-907 Too Good To Be True starring Ginger 
Lynn, Jade Nichols, and Steve Drake. 
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XMS-910 Slip Into Ginger & Amber starring Ginger, 
Amber, Stacey, Tom Byron, 90 min. $9.95. 

XMS-913 Potpourri Of Sex starring Seka, John, An- 
nette (All Star Classic), 90 min. $9.95, 

XVX-904 Pastries starring Uschi Digart and Buxom 
Beauties. 90 min. $14.95. 

XVX-908 Intimate Couples starring Rikki Blake, An- 
gel West, Herschel Savage, 90 min. (pictured at right) $9.95 
XVX-902 fe School Memories starring Annette Ha- 
ven, Jamie Gillis, 90 min. (pictured at right) $9.95 

XMS-916 Bare Elegance starring Crystal Breeze, R. 
Bolla, Stevie Taylor, 90 min. (pictured at right) $9.95 
XVX-907 Sweet Alice starring Seka, John Holmes, 
Desiree Cousteau, 90 min. (pictured at right) $9.95 


XAT-126 Spermbusters starring Ginger Lynn, Heather 


Wayne, Ron Jeremy, 90 min. (pictured at right) $9.95 


XAT-124 Surfside Sex starring Sharon Mitchell, Tif- 
fany Blake, Peter North, 90 min. (pictured at right) $9.95 


XAT-109 Pleasure So Deep starring international 
cover girl Lauren St. Germain. (pictured at right) $9.95 


XVX-905 Daughters of Emmanuelle starring Rhonda 
Jo Petty, Ron Jeremy, 90 min. (pictured at right) $9.95 


XVX-909 Virgin Dreams starring Jean Jennings, Glo- 
ria Leonard, lferri Hale, 90 min. (pictured at right) $9.95 
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POSTSCRIPT 


lf current fashions are any indication, 
you may have competition getting into her pants. Hot 
couture has some gals coming into their own 


Ministering to the maimed and sometimes shell- 
shocked libidos of the horny hordes out there on the 
front lines of the battle of the sexes requires ol’ Doc 
Conrad to don many different hats. In the course of car- 
rying on my regular correspondence, I’ve had to be a 
social psychologist, a musical gynecologist, a sexual 
economist and, now, a fashion critic. 

What does fashion have to do with sex, you well 


might ask? Everything. If the fashion industry knows . 


how to package anything for the horny hordes, it’s sex. 
What’s called ‘‘dressing for success’’ today could just 
as easily be called ‘‘dressing for suck/sex.’’ Success 
brings power, and power brings greater access to sex. 
This is what drives our economy. Cocks rise and fall 
with women’s hemlines. When hemlines are up, so are 
penises. And men work that much harder to get a piece 
of the pie, a piece of the rock ’n’ roll rhythm in that big 
brass bed, Mama. And while the length and width of a 
man’s tie is not, as a rule, a reliable indicator of the size 
or direction of his dick, a tight pair of blue jeans can 
reveal a lot. A letter we received from L.M. provides an 
interesting case in point. 

“My girlfriend insists on wearing skintight jeans every 
place we go. She never wears panties, and all her pants 
fit so tightly that you can actually see the outline of her 
cunt. ) 

“We've discussed this, and she maintains that she’s 
neither an exhibitionist nor a tease. She says she loves 
to wear tight jeans because they arouse her and she 
claims she sometimes has orgasms from the friction 
they create. However, | think she dresses in this fashion 
just to make an ass out of me. Whenever we go out 
together, guys always make remarks about the way her 
crotch looks. 

“Before | end our relationship, I’ve got to know if 
she’s telling me the truth about coming when she wears 
tight pants. So please tell me, is it true? Do women real- 
ly get excited from wearing snug trousers?” 

ls Bozo aclown? Does Wilson Pickett? Clothes today 
can and do make the woman, L., and probably more 
often than you do. Your girl’s tight jeans may rub you 
the wrong way, but they obviously rub her just right. 
Maybe the problem is that they don’t rub you at all. May- 
be she turned to tight pants for what she wasn’t getting 
from you. And now that she’s developed this intimate 
affair with a pair of Levi 501 button-fly jeans and she’s 
creaming like a dairy cow, you’re jealous. But, hey, it 


happens. And it’s pretty hard to compete with those 
buttons for intimacy, sexual aggressiveness and stay- 
ing power. ; 

| had a girl once whose ass was God’s gift to blue 
jeans, and she always wore them so tight that whenev- 
er she walked | thought | could hear the seams scream- 
ing as the failing fabric gave way and fell into the gap. 
But it was just her, coming her guts out with every step 
she took. 

And only a few years ago, Brooke Shields carried on 
hot and heavy with a pair of jeans in an affair that was 
highly publicized. She never went anywhere without her 
Calvins, and was always getting into his pants. On na- 
tional television! (And you’re complaining about a few 
guys looking at your girl’s crotch on a date?) 

Blue jeans, as everyone knows, were invented by 
Levi Strauss in California. He had originally intended to 
use the material to make tents for the forty-niners, so 
they’d have someplace to have sex besides a filthy gold 
mine. But shrewd businessman that he was, he figured 
he could make ten pairs of pants with what it would take 
to make one tent. So he made “‘overalls.”’ They weren't 
big enough to have sex in, but they were roomy. And 
they were probably sexy, too, for 1850. Further, he had 
the uncanny foresight to make them blue, so that if he 
ever ran low on material and had to skimp a little and 
make them skintight, law-enforcement officials would 
still be able to tell, by the color alone, who was actually 
wearing something from anyone else parading around 
buck naked. 

The man was a seer. A little more than a century lat- 
er, modern skintight blue jeans developed (probably to 
compensate for the handicap of those unfortunate la- 
dies afflicted with the dreaded disease No-ass-at-all). 
Preshrunk jeans came on the market shortly after one 
woman’s titties ballooned up six cup-sizes after she 
was caught in a thundershower while wearing a new 
pair of Levi's. But the overall success of Levi's soon 
spawned imitators, including designs by Cloven Hind, 
Assmoon and Panderbuilt. All of them featured the 
heavy-duty crotch seam so essential to clitoral stimula- 
tion. Soon they may have cunt plugs sewn right into the 
crotch lining. In any case, L., tight jeans are one fashion 
statement whose time has come. As for your girl’s 
pants making an ass out of you, what can | tell you? 
After all, overalls went out with “Hee Haw” and square 
dancing.—Conrad Linquist 
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A few months ago, Windy City talk-show 
hostess Oprah Winfrey and USA Today 
conducted a survey that reviewed the 
state of our marital unions. More than 
twenty-two thousand people responded, 

eighty-five percent of them women, so it 
was, in effect, a survey about how women 
feel about their marriages. 

So what did the Oprah-USA Today sur- 
vey discover? 

First, the good news. A solid seventy- 
two percent of women who responded 
said they would marry the same spouse 
again. And seventy percent said that they 
found their men as sexy as when they’d 
first met. 

The bad news? To be blunt, they ain’t 
getting it like they used to—and they 
know it. Forty-one percent said they con- 
sider sex a chore. Thirty-four percent of 
them are secretly disappointed in their 
marriages and fifty-three percent have, at . 
one time or another, considered divorce. 

Think about it: Almost half of America’s 
wives are running around with an itch 
their men no longer can scratch. Whose 
fault it is that the spark has sputtered is 
academic. The fact is that familiarity 
breeds less wild experimentation and 
more TV dinners in front of soporific re- 
runs. How, then, to rekindle that erotic 
fire? 

-You hold the answer in your hands. 
Yes, it’s this magazine. Experts on hu- 
man sexuality have stressed the crucial 
role of continued experimentation and in- 
novation in love play. The key lies in 
keeping your mind and eyes wide open | 
for new sexual subject matter—and who 
better explores the wonderful world of 
sex than Penthouse Letters? 

In these pages you'll find tips galore on 
how to fan that dormant spark into a rag- 
ing bush fire that only you can put out. 
You'll find letters and more letters detail- 
ing giddy ascents into the wildest fanta- 
sies, advice on the most delicate matters 
sexual, and boffo ribald humor. If we can't © 
get a rise out of you, call the nursing | 
home. 

Penthouse Letters. Making sex hot in 
the USA today.—Neal Fandek 
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. dp : _ To paraphrase the great Jerry Lee Lewis: We'll shake your nerves and rattle your 
| brain. Too much lovin’ll never drive anyone insane! Goodness gracious—Pent- 

i | house Letters! Great balls of fire! (Incidentally, Jerry, we think it’s time you told your 

: cousin Jimmy Swaggart what men are mea suimicmes to do with women in motels. , 
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